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“ Aleyk ahad Allab wa aman Alleb.” 


(The Covenant of God and 
‘is mercy be with Thee). 


REQUIESCAT 


Sleep on, strong son of war, nor heed the fret 
Of shifting sands that billow rownd thy bed ! 
Rest, happy warrior, and in peace forget 
The stroke that hardly bowed thy gallant head ! 
For, living, in thy soul as in thy face 

A calm beyond our wisdom seemed to dwell, 
And gentle virtues throve, as if to grace 

In thee the breed of slighted Ishmael : 

But if the flowers of memory bestrew 

The meadows of thy Paradise above, 
Remember her, who, bright as morning dew, 
Shed on thine eyes the fullness of her love. 
Still starry-eyed, thy brave Tuéma waits 

To join her bride-groom at the golden gates. 


GomER WILLIAMS. 
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FOREWORD 


'N the course of my twenty-two years off and on 
I among the Bedouins of Arabia, migrating, hunting, 
raiding, starving and feasting with them, I 
experienced wonderful friendships, and I am indebted 
to many of these desert friends, 

To “ The Lord of the land of his fathers,” the King of 
Arabia: ’Abd el-’Aziz ibn Sa'td el Wahhab and his 
governors and chiefs in Nejd, Hasa, Jauf, and Kaf, and his 
representatives in Damascus, Cairo and London. 

And to Amir Nuri Sha'lan, his family and the tribe of 
the Ruala, for the unique opportunities which enabled 
me to gain an intimate knowledge of Arab traditions and 
Bedouin customs and to traverse so much unknown 
territory, so that I came to understand the soul of their 
mysterious country and the mind of these dwellers in 
the black tents of Ishmaél, favours which alone made 
it possible to collect the material which has gone to the 
making of this work. 

I feel a deep sense of gratitude for the inspiration 
kindled within me by the work and ideals of the late 
Lady Anne Blunt, which have sustained me in my quest 
for the true Arab horse. And to Mr. W. K. Kellogg who 
dedicated his ranch and stud farm in California to 
students of animal husbandry with an endowment large 
enough to secure the raising of pure-bred Arab horses. 

To Charles Doughty, England’s classic traveller in 
the “Island of the Arabs,” I owe the fact that from my 
very first day in the wilderness I could look with a 
“* gentle-spirit ’’ and “ tender-heart ” upon the “ ferocious 
desert ’”’ and the “‘ fanatical hostility of the Arabs” and 
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learn his history and the secrets of his breeding; and, 
if there was a secondary interest, it was to enquire into 
the wanderings of the Bedouin tribes. This grew more 
fascinating the further I proceeded, so that I came to 
study the geographical features of their pasture areas 
and lines of migration, their historic past and ethno- 
graphical peculiarities—subjects on which I have pub- 
lished in various lands a series of special articles, maps, 
and tables. 

The Arabian peninsula is inconceivably vast; its 
area is half as great as that of the United States of 
America. My wanderings, naturally, stretched over only 
a part of Arabia, the highland plateau of the Bedouins 
that lies inland. 

Although I touched the Red Sea and the Persian Gulf 
more than once, I have never yet visited such well- 
known places as Aden or Oman, not to mention Mecca 
and the Rub-el-Khali, which was crossed for the first 
time by two Englishmen (Bertram Thomas and St. John 
Philby) only a few years ago. I claim one thing, however, 
that during my sojourn in Arabia, I lived entirely as a 
Bedouin. I had never any need to deny my race or my 
creed amongst the Arabs, I was never once the butt of 
their mockery or scorn, or suffered at their hands any 
discourtesy. 

The reason that I was allowed to live with them on 
the most intimate terms and was implicitly trusted by 
them, may perhaps be explained by the simple fact 
that I refrained from mingling in their politics, except 
when invited to give my opinion in internal tribal affairs. 

1 American Geographical Society (New York, 1930); Asia Magazine 
(New York, 1929); Hippologische Sammlung, Schickhardt and Ebner 
(Stuggart, 1930) ; Sportolague (Los Angeles, 1931); Sankt Georg (Berlin, 
1930-33) ; Berliner Ilustrirte Zeitung (Berlin, 1933) ; Country Life (London, 
1934) : Sphere (London, 1934); Sirand (London, 1935). etc., and Bulletins 


of the Agricultural Colleges and Animal Breeding Associations in Hungary, 
Poland, Russia, Japan, Argentine, Egypt, etc. 
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Further, I was careful to adhere to all their cherished 
customs and prejudices, particularly those relating to 
their women. These are strict, and no European can 
hope to gain the complete confidence of a Bedouin 
without studied observance of them. 

Like the desert itself, the Bedouins, Jooked upon from 
the outside, have a forbidding appearance; but the 
closer one lives to them, the better one comes to know 
them and so much the more is one astonished at their 
placid unconcern. 

The most astounding thing, which wil! ever command 
my admiration, is the equanimity with which the Bedouin 
leads his family and his herds from the oases and culti- 
vated lands into the wilderness and across desert areas, 
which appear to be absolutely barren. The first cloud 
proclaiming the advent of rain lures him irresistibly 
to the highlands of the Hamad and the flint desert or into 
the sand-dunes of the Nufud. After the first rains the 
bold camel-plunderers also leave their tents. With 
their war-mares tied to their racing camels, they ride 
out into the blue, often covering a thousand miles, “ and 
sit on the roads {as the holy script a and lie in wait 
for booty like an Arab in the desert. 

In this book my object, therefore, i is to tell the story 
of these wandering herdsmen and mounted raiders and 
to relate my experiences amongst them. 


Vale) 
a, 


AMMAN, 
TRANSJORDANIA. 


PART ONE 
THE HEIRS OF ISHMAEL 


CHAPTER I 
THE YOUNG PRINCE OF THE RUALA, AMIR FUAZ 


VY ‘HE setting sun painted in delicate tints the naked 
hills of the Jabal Ruak. 

In the south-west, black tents and fawn- 
coloured camel-herds covered the close-cropped plain of 
Tueyf. Armed men on nimble mares galloped towards 
us, as I, accompanied by a few horsemen, for the first 
time in my life approached the woven goat-hair ‘‘ houses,” 
a camp of the Ruala Bedouins. 

The mounted sentries, who had come to meet us, 
conducted us to the smoke-blacked tent of an old slave, 
It was here I was received by Amir Nuri Sha’lan, the 
grey-bearded prince of the tribe. 

The aged Nuri had lately (it was two years before the 
outbreak of the Great War) exchanged, not without 
reason, his own comfortable tent for the mean shelter of 
one of his slaves. He was in hiding. He had been warned 
of the activity of blood-avengers, men of his own kith 
and kin. For in the struggle for the head-ship of the 
tribe he had shot one of his brothers with his own hand, 
and his slaves had killed another. Their sons, now grown 
to manhood, were not only seeking to avenge the murder 
of their fathers, but also to wrest the position of chieftain 
from Nuri Sha’lan. 

While Nuri thus stood at bay against enemies in his 
own tribe, his eldest son, Nauaf, was charged with leading 
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the Ruala against their external enemies. Nuri was the 
father of a large family and was in fact credited with 
eighty-two children, of whom thirty-seven were sons, 
nearly all of whom died violent deaths. 

A few days after this first meeting with Nuri Sha’lan, T 
paid a visit to Nauaf, whose tents were pitched a day’s 
ride away by the rainwater pools of Rukuban, one 
hundred and twenty odd miles east of Damascus. 

Nauaf differed greatly from his father. He lacked the 
old Sheykh’s strong personality. Nor had he the talent 
to organize for warfare a tribe so vast as the Ruala, with 
its seven thousand tents, thirty-five thousand souls, and 
over three hundred thousand camels. 

He had just mustered another small camel-troop to 
strengthen his forces operating against Jauf, the oasis at 
the south-eastern end of the wide, fertile depression of the 
Wadi Sirhan, They had already taken a few lesser fortified 
outposts. But these successes had brought Nauaf little 
credit: neither from his own tribesmen nor from the 
subjugated settlers could he win the respect which would 
have consolidated his position. Moreover, this attack on 
Jauf was a reversal of tribal policy. From of old the 
Ruala had peacefully traded with that oasis, bartering 
their camels, wool, cheese, and butter for dates, barley, 
salt, coffee, tent fittings, camel saddles, and textiles. 
Suddenly, and quite against the old Sheykh’s intentions, 
Nauaf conceived the scheme of monopolizing that trade 
for himself and occupying the oasis as a strategic strong- 
hold from which to dominate Northern Arabia and the 
caravan routes to Nejd. 

Within sight of Jauf opens out the great, red-sand 
desert of the Nufud, which extends more than three 
hundred miles from east to west and nearly two hundred 
miles from north to south. Its northern half, called 
El-Labbe, forms the proper grazing-ground of the Ruala. 





FARIS. WHO MORE THAN ANVONE MADE MY LIFE IN ARARTA 
BEANTIFUL BY HIS FRIENDSHIP 
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TUEMA 
tiful bride of Faris. The life and death of my friend Faris and his love 
for Tuéma inspired me ta write this houk, 
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Their real home is there. The southern part is held by the 
Shammat Bedouins, who have made Hayil, on the 
southern edge of the Nufud, their trading centre. 

Until after the Great War, the Shammar were ruled 
by Ibn Rashid, a renegade governor of the Ibn Sa’fid 
family, who with his negro bodyguard had rebelled 
against his masters and had taken Hayil. Ibn Sa’fd, 
however, succeeded in recovering that dominant position, 
which secured him undisputed power in Central Arabia 
(Nejd, Kasim, and Hejaz). 

The efforts Ibn Sa’id made to weld all the tribes into 
one national unit, his subjugation, in campaign after 
campaign, of all Shyuks (Sheykhs) who resisted him, 
are well known. Now, at the time of my first sojourn 
in the land of the Bedouins, this Ibn Rashid, the traitor 
governor, had still the greater part of Inner Arabia 
under his power. He became so completely sovereign 
that his former masters, the Ibn Sa’ad family, had to live 
for decades in exile, while the “ Black Princes ”’ held sway 
over the towns and oases as well as the many Bedouin 
tribes of Central Arabia. In the history of Arabia there 
are few bolder achievements than Ibn Sa’fid’s recovery, 
with a mere handful of men, of his capital, Riyadh, his 
subjugation of Hayil and the Shammar, until he, adding 
success to success, became at length the virtual dictator 
of Arabia, to whom the world to-day accords its sincere 
admiration. 

At the time of which I speak, however,—in 1912— 
Nauaf, the son of Nuri Sha’lan, was at war against the 
hereditary enemy of the Ruala, the Shammar Bedouins 
and their ruler, Ibn Rashid, who held Jauf. The 
capture of that oasis was the objective of long and bitter 
fighting. Much blood was shed ; every year took its long 
toll of human lives. Now, however, Nauaf had come 
close to his goal and soon Jauf actually fell into his hands. 
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Nauaf had three sons, amongst whom was the young 
Prince, Amir Fuaz ; it is with him I would begin my tale. 
For to this child I owe the fact that I was privileged to 
live with the Ruala as one of them, that I was permitted 
to visit them eleven times in twenty-two years; that I 
wandered, hunted, and fought with them ; that on horse- 
back or camel-back, I crossed and recrossed their grazing- 
grounds year in and year out ; that I was adopted into 
the tribe as a Rueyli chieftain; and that they knew 
and loved me as I knew and loved them. 

Amir Fuaz was just eight years of age. Even so, he 
already had the reputation of being an adroit rider and a 
good shot, though his legs were as yet rather short to 
grip the flanks of a mare and his arms too weak to 
balance a carbine for any length of time. ‘‘ Wordly 
learning,” as the Arabs call reading and writing, held no 
interest for him. He preferred to go camel-riding with 
me or to join in the hunt. His mother, Misha’il, who had 
gone blind, proudly related to me that it was an omen 
of good for the future that Nuri Sha’lan had laid the 
halter of his war-mare and a silver khanjar in the boy’s 
cradle. The small khanjay is a curved dagger, and it was 
with this very one Nuri had killed in single combat a 
minor chieftain of the Muntefiq. 

One afternoon young Fuaz and a company of his boy 
friends were practising with slings, the ancient weapon 
with which David slew Goliath. They shot flat pebbles 
with astounding accuracy at the curved wooden pegs, a 
foot high, of a tent some thirty paces distant. Unseen by 
them I suddenly stepped out from behind this tent. 
A stone, which had hit its target close to me, rebounded 
from the smooth wood and struck me on the forehead, 
between the eyes. For a moment I was nearly stunned, 
more perhaps from shock than from the actual blow. My 
first thought was that I had been struck by a bullet. 
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Gasping and with a frightened face, Fuaz ran up to me. 
He had noticed the wound in my forehead and a few drops 
of blood on my fingers, which I had, in my confusion, 
pressed to my head. When I took the lad in my arms 
and laughingly lifted him up to let him know that it was 
no great matter, a look of anger crossed his face, as if he 
had been offended. He wriggled free and stood still 
before me. Then he tore his aghal and kaffiyah {the veil 
and head-clothing) from his head, letting the six fine 
braids of his hair fall over his shoulders. They reached to 
his hips. With tears welling from defiant eyes, he cried : 
“ Ana dachilak! Before the face of God I deliver myself 
unto you: tell me the price of your blood.” It sounded 
not in the least regretful, nor did it suggest any wish to 
be forgiven. It was sheer defiance, because he thought 
T had made fun of his offer. 

How my heart went out to the wild, little creature ! 
He had such an air of aloofness and arrogance. Yet it 
would have been impossible to be angry with him. Was 
not his whole way of thinking different from a Euro- 
pean’s? Quite unintentionally he had the blood of his 
father’s guest on his conscience, and he only thought of 
the satisfaction due to me, before the news of this accident 
could travel any further. How much blood was shed— 
in this case only a few drops—did not matter; the only 
thing that mattered was the unwritten Bedouin law, that 
secures to the stranger absolute safety and inviolability, 
even in the tent of the humblest nomad. The blood-price 
of a guest is reckoned twice as high as that of a man 
killed in fight—fifty camels and four mares. 

I had to smile when I thought of the value set on a 
few drops of my blood. But outwardly I composed my 
face to due solemnity and, calling the other boys and 
some men, who had gathered round out of curiosity, as 
witnesses, I said to Amir Fuaz: “This has happened 
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according to the will of Allah. I know no other price than 
thy friendship.” 

For a moment blank amazement! He stared at me 
wide-eyed. Probably Amir Fuaz could not yet believe 
it possible that I, a stranger, should invoke the ancient 
custom of his forefathers. Suddenly he flung away the 
fateful sling and advanced to me with outstretched arms, 
and with childish affection he clasped them round my 
neck as I bent down to him. In a wave of joyous love I 
pressed the youngster to my breast and kissed him on 
both cheeks. With his little finger he lightly dabbed the 
scratch on my forehead and rubbed four drops of blood 
on his own forehead between his black eye-brows—the old 
Bedouin “ Nur ed-Dam,” the “ Light of Blood.” 

In this unusual, dramatic fashion I became, by the 
will of Allah, the blood-brother of Amir Fuaz. 

Our friendship was soon to receive baptism by fire. 
A band of Ruala, two hundred and sixty-eight warriors, 
led by Rasheyd-ibn-Whafa, set out on a ghazu (raid) into 
the Hamad and the Wudian region, against the Shammar 
Bedouins, and I accompanied them. We rode twelve 
hours the first day. In camp that night we were over- 
hauling our riding gear, water-skins, and so forth, when 
to our amazement we discovered, curled up in one of the 
goat-hair camel saddle-bags—huge receptacles made of 
goat skins—little Amir Fuaz, sound asleep. 

Not by the slightest sound nor sign had he betrayed 
to us during the long and hard day’s ride that we were 
carrying a stowaway. Our leader, Rasheyd (of the Muraf 
Ruala) wanted the boy taken home on the morrow by a 
camel-rider, but Fuaz pleaded so earnestly that the heart 
of the old free-booter was softened. He merely sent a 
mounted messenger to Misha’il’s camp to let her know 
that her son was with us. 

‘We were gone on this great ghazu almost two months. 
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When we returned, worn out, having suffered serious 
losses, yet victorious, Amir Fuaz took four of the booty- 
camels, splendid fawn-coloured beasts, into the camp, 
and made them kneel before the tent of his blind mother. 
Misna’il, still a young woman, enquired pleasantly who 
was the stranger seeking her hospitality. Custom forbade 
asking direct questions of a stranger. A Rueyli called 
out: “ Khalati—it is a great prince, who comes, O 
blessed daughter, to honour thee.” 

“And where is his diva (pastures) that I may send 
Hamar, our old slave, to proclaim him to our neighbour ? ”” 

“ His name is ‘The Young Falcon,’ and his diva 
extends as far as his eyes rove. It is thy son, O mother 
of Amir Fuaz.” 

In this foray, Rasheyd, the leader, had his right hand 
severed by a sword cut. He fainted from loss of blood. 
Our slaves then plunged the mutilated arm in boiling fat 
—a desperate remedy but successful, for Rasheyd 
recovered. He carried his amputated hand from that 
day forward in the saddle of his racing camel, It dried up 
completely, like the hand of a mummy, 

When we reached Bahr Saigal, not far from Dumeyr, 
the first Turkish fortress in Syria, its Commandant sent 
acavalry detachment to ourcamp. He had been informed 
by telegraph of our illicit operations in the vicinity of the 
cultivated Jands of Mesopotamia. His troopers were 
seeking Rasheyd, who was to be made answerable. But 
Rasheyd could not reconcile his conscience to the prospect 
of a Turkish dungeon. He placed his withered hand in a 
leather bag and dictated to Nauaf’s Katib (scribe) the 
following letter addressed to the Commandant at Dumeyr: 

“In the name of the Benevolent and Compassionate ! 
As askar (soldier) I cannot serve thy Padishah (Sultan), 
for I have but a stump of an arm. As thy prisoner I 
could do no work for thee ; nay, as a friend I could not 
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even grasp thy hand. What use then being with thee ? 
As a token of my everlasting surrender, however, I 
transmit to thee my hand, since thou art wont to cut off 
the hand of a thief. Be sure it is my own hand—the hand 
of Rasheyd ibn Whafa, the robber. May God be 
forbearing with us!” 


CHAPTER II 
FARIS—" A FRIEND OF GOD” 


T the outbreak of the Great War—I had then 
already spent three years among the Arabs—— 
TI returned to the land of my birth and offered 
my services as a volunteer in the German Cavalry. I was, 
however, sent to Stamboul and served under the Turkish 
Crescent during the fighting at the Dardanelles, Later 
I was attached to the Fourth Turkish Brigade on the 
Suez Canal, Here, like so many others, I fell a victim to 
spotted typhus; but, unlike the majority, I recovered. 
But my health was so undermined that I was invalided 
home. Apparently Fate had no wish that I should become 
mixed up in the desert warfare and politics of the 
Bedouins. I was laid low again with malaria and an 
abscess on the lung, the aftermath of the typhus. In 
the long run the compulsory rest was beneficial. God 
had blessed me with a pretty tough constitution. 

Up to now my history ran as follows: When eighteen 
years of age I went to North Africa ; a year later I was in 
Arabia ; then when I was twenty-one and a half years 
old, the scene of my activities was in and about the 
Dardanelles, followed by a gruelling experience for eight 
months near the Suez Canal, which resulted in long 
periods of illness. When I celebrated my twenty-fourth 
birthday, I was a mere skeleton, my blood reeking with 
fever. Though I could scarcely stand on my legs, I 
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expressed my willingness to serve again in Turkey, but 
the authorities did not want me there, and instead sent 
me to Russia, where I spent eighteen months at Prisoners’ 
Clearing Camps. The Armistice found me in the Ukraine, 
with Germany in collapse and Poland in revolution. 
Much of all that I had hoped for was lost. Europe held 
no future for me, and the Near East was closed to 
Germans. I set out for California and arrived there with 
one dollar and fifty cents in my pocket, after I had sold 
my camera and two lenses (faithful companions in many 
lands) in New York in order to raise money for the fare to 
Santa Anna. And here, in this land of milk and honey, 
of fruit and sunshine, I could look forward to a happy 
and healthy new life. Living on a ranch, I spent eight or 
more hours each day on horseback. Thus I recovered my 
health and my blood was renewed. By the year 1926 I 
was indeed a new man, and my thoughts began to wander 
again to Arabia. The yearning grew and grew—this 
yearning for my Bedouins. Was Amir Fuaz still alive ? 
How were the Ruala doing? And old Nuri? The day 
came when the yearning could no longer be resisted. 
Indeed, four weeks later I celebrated my reunion with 
Nuri Sha’lan in Damascus, where he had lived since the 
end of the Great War. At eighty years of age he was still 
head of his tribe, although he dwelt in a palace in a city 
and drew an ample revenue from the French. Latterly he 
became a deputy in the Syrian Parliament. The leader- 
ship of his tribe in its desert home he had entrusted to no 
other than Amir Fuaz, his grandson. The latter’s father, 
Nauaf, and two other sons of Nuri, who were still living 
at the time of my last stay with the Ruala, had died. 
Nuri was very astonished, but very happy, to see me 
again, well and in high spirits. He led me to his private 
room, which he had furnished according to his Bedouin 
taste. It was just like the interior of a Bedouin tent, with 
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its coffee-hearth, its heap of white ashes, its mattresses 
and a profusion of cushions, which, propped against 
camel-saddles, were a positive incentive to indolence. 

A broad-shouldered hunting-falcon stood on a foot-high 
perch, one powerful talon hidden under its plumage, ready 
to strike. Nuri removed its leather hood. Great black 
eyes glared at us, and the bird crooned. Then old Nuri 
called for a pigeon and threw it into the air. With a 
Movement swift as lightning, too swift for the eye to 
follow, the falcon pounced upon its prey and ripped it 
open. 

Cruelty is inseparable from the Bedouin. He enjoys 
seeing blood flow. Old Nuri seemed to renew his youthful 
ardour as he played thus with his falcon. In this world 
the strong do not always fight with the strong ; the weak 
are so often victims of sheer brutality. In Arabia, in 
particular, this can never be forgotten. 

A week later I resumed my journey. Nuri had given 
me, as travelling companion and guard, Faris ibn Naif 
es-Sa’bi, a young Shammar Bedouin, so that I might 
make my way unmolested to the old chief’s great tribe in 
the neighbourhood of Wadi Sirhan and the red sand of 
the far-off Nufud desert. 

It was curious that a Shammar should act as my 
conductor to the Ruala, for these tribes have been bitter, 
nay deadly, enemies for centuries. But the family of 
Faris had, because of a blood-feud, been living with the 
Ruala for the past sixteen years, This accounted for 
the fact that a Shammar could act as my protector in the 
territory of his tribe’s deadly enemies; but the choice 
also displayed Nuri’s wisdom. Being a Shammar, Faris 
could safeguard me with the enemies of the Ruala, while 
as Nuri’s confidant, he could answer for me before every 
Rueyli. 

Faris was an exceptional man. From the moment of 
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our first meeting, when Nuri introduced him to me, I 
felt that this must be more than a mere chance acquaint- 
ance. The softness of his voice, as he wished me “ Peace,” 
and the grip of his strong, manly hand in an instant 
disclosed to me the open and pure soul of the young 
Bedouin. Under his hair-cloth cloak beat a heart so 
affectionate, yet so stout, that I must confess I have 
never encountered its like among the children of men. 
To his last breath he was the truest friend I have ever 
known. Faris was also one of the handsomest men I have 
ever met. His noble, oval face was unforgettable, with 
its gentle, dark eyes. His wonderful hair and beard, his 
flowing shepherd’s cloak made him a striking figure. 
Tender and gentle as he was, Faris was yet among the 
boldest and bravest of Ishmaelites. Perhaps he was 
living two thousand years too late. 


After we had left the old suburbs of Damascus behind 
us, our way led through walnut, olive and apricot orchards 
into the great open spaces. Majestically the snow-capped 
peaks of the Syrian mountains rose into the brilliant blue 
of the skies, Bumpy, dried mud-paths run through the 
bare fields and thin, grey meadows. Then came rolling 
plains, across which ran a net-work of paths which 
crossed one another in puzzling confusion. On the edge 
of the steppe stood a Syrian Custom’s station, where our 
passports were examined. At last we could leave the 
overland route ; and now, without paths or signposts to 
guide us, we were in the uncharted desert. Our auto- 
mobile raced over the hard, dry, pebble-strewn soil, ever 
eastward, along a never-ending, narrow tongue of land 
that seemed to dip deeper and deeper into a boundless, 
shimmering sea. A cloudless sky rose above us and on 
either side were misty gleams of water over which the air 
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quivered. Suddenly, like apparitions out of the haze, 
appeared some Arab sheep-breeders, They had but few 
camels and horses with them, but they rode on asses— 
a sign of their decadence. They were Fua’re. We 
noticed them as we bore away towards a sheet of water 
glistening in an elongated depression of the desert. 

Mirages were frequent and often incredibly deceptive. 
Only with difficulty was it possible to distinguish the real 
rain-pools, which were only a foot or so deep and their 
surfaces ruffled by the wind, from the phantom pools, 
whose surfaces would be smooth and glassy. Suddenly 
we noticed ahead of us numerous flocks of sheep. Almost 
breast-deep they were crossing the flooded land. Auto- 
matically I reduced speed, for I suddenly saw, not a 
hundred yards ahead, a gleam of water—a shallow lake, 
and we were driving straight into it. I twisted the 
steering-wheel round, and then only did I realize that 
what we saw was a dry trough filled with hot, glassy air. 
At full speed I drove into it towards the rain-pools. 

Nearer and nearer came the sheep, when in an instant 
the whole picture changed. The long, wide pool had 
disappeared ; not a trace of moisture was to be seen. 
Instead of gleaming waters, we saw milling around us a 
dusty mass of woolly beasts—thousands upon thousands 
of sheep and goats. 

I stopped the car to let the animals pass. The shepherds 
rode over to us with their women and children, scrutinized 
us curiously and wished us peace. I distributed cigarettes 
and sweets and in response the talkative nomads told us 
they were moving back to their home-pastures in the 
north, because other Bedouin tribes had disputed their 
territory with them. They passed on and the desert 
became empty again. 

The Hamad lay before us, the North-Arabian uplands 
that seemed to extend into infinity ; flat, hard soil, with 
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nothing of any significance to break its level monotony 
for hundreds of miles southward and eastward. As we 
sped along, hour after hour, through this parched table- 
land, immense flocks of migratory birds would whirr up 
out of the camel-grass at our approach. They would fly 
some hundreds of yards before settling again like a cloud 
upon the earth. Again and again we started clumsy, 
desert bustards, and large coveys of pin-tail grouse took 
wing. These desert birds—about as large as a European 
partridge—feed mainly on the flaming-red caterpillars, 
which are to be found on every blade and stalk in the 
otherwise arid wilderness. Once a small wolf broke cover 
and two foxes loped away into the distance. We also 
came across a huge owl which sat blinking and bewildered 
by the daylight, and we brought our car to a standstill 
close beside it. 

Unexpectedly, just before sunset, we had a shower of 
rain which greatly refreshed the dusty desert. The 
greater part of the night we passed in the shelter of a dry 
tiver-bed, stretched out on the bare sands. 

On the evening of the following day, after driving like 
mad with a sand-storm on our heels, we came up with 
the Ruala. The great tribe was migrating northward in 
a body, its encampment sprawling beyond the range of 
vision, its vast herds spread out in all directions. A 
shallow depression held one cluster of some eighty tents 
of all sizes, their open fronts facing to leeward; and 
among them stood out the most spacious pavilion in 
Arabia, the famous tent of Nuri Sha’lan. 

We drew up there, and my first question was for Amir 
Fuaz; but the young leader of the Ruala was not at 
home ; he was on a visit to a clan, camping some distance 
from the main body. 


CHAPTER III 
THE LONE SHEPHERDESS 


RIS and I set out next morning on horseback ; 
for the headman of the camp had lent us two 
mares. 

With the rustle like that of silk, the delicate stems of 
wild lavender and camomile broke under the hoofs of the 
horses. We rode all day. All around us, over low, rain- 
swept hills and wide levels, stretched the steppe. Not a 
sign of man: no Bedouins on trek, no herdsmen grazing 
their beasts ; only the wonder of the virgin desert. 

Westward the setting sun beamed on us from between 
thunder-clouds. The darkening east quivered with sheet 
lightning ; distant thunder muttered; and some grey 
tags of cloud drove before the evening wind as night fell. 

As we drew rein on a hill-top, there came from above 
a sound as of the beat of giant wings. It was the warm 
wind, driving before it a spring shower. Sadha, my mare, 
cocked her ears inquisitively. Restlessly she danced and 
pawed the ground, bent her head and whinnied softly. 
Then she shook her thick mane, whipped her tail against 
her thin flanks and thrust her head up. Her senses, keen 
as a hound’s, had made a discovery. 

On lightly-stepping feet she trotted forward, ears 
pricked, nostrils wide, making for a small fire that 
suddenly became visible to us between the mingled 
shadows of the sky and earth. A fresh scurry of rain 
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obliterated it for a moment. When it had passed we 
saw also a flock of rain-drenched sheep tightly huddled 
together. Two huge dogs, barking furiously, challenged 
our approach. From near the fire came a clear female 
voice: “ Who is there?” 

Using my wet hands as a speaking-trumpet, I shouted 
against the wind as loudly as I could: “ Friends!” 

“* And who is with you ? ” 

“Only God,” I replied. 

“ His countenance be upon you, and peace,” the voice 
answered. 

A Bedouin maiden stepped forth from a diminutive 
tent, calling her dogs to heel as Faris and I dismounted. 
She took our horses, placed before them a bow! of milk, 
and gave us permission to come to the fire. It crackled 
cheerily, for all the heavy rain-drops which were still 
falling ; and the air was filled with its acrid smoke. The 
pigmy habitation beside the fire hardly deserved the 
name of tent: it was a single piece of coarse goat-hair 
cloth, a mere rain-screen, at most affording precarious 
shelter to the shepherdess and her dogs. A lamb and its 
mother, which had a broken leg, had taken refuge in it. 
I set and bound the limb with a few twigs and a gauze 
bandage, the girl meanwhile watching my manipulations 
with eager eyes. 

She might have been sixteen years of age—a beautiful 
creature, mature, and lithe, like all Bedouin women. 
Healthy blood glowed in her sun-bronzed cheeks. Her 
thick, smooth hair and the high-bridged nose betokened 
the pure-bred Ishmaelite. 

In accordance with the immemorial custom of the 
desert she set before us a bowl of fresh ewe’s milk and, 
turning to me first, said: ‘‘ Swear to thy sister that no 
harm will come to her.” She gazed at me with large 
trustful eyes. Her white teeth flashed, and small dimples 
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danced in her cheeks. Taking a dried twig from the 
brushwood-pile by the fire, she held it out to me and said : 
“ Take this in thy hand and swear by the life of the Lord, 
the giver of all life.” 

I quickly did her bidding and solemnly pledged the 
sanctity of her hospitality in the oath no child of the 
desert would break—an ancient Ishmaelite formula : 

“In the name of God: as He took the life from this 
piece of dead wood, thus may the Lord take life from me 
if I do not honour and protect thy soul and thy body, O 
my sister!’ 

After Faris, too, had taken this oath, she was encour- 
aged to offer us the freedom of her “ house ’’ and spread 
before as all her store of food—bread, fresh milk, a little 
butter, and dried dates. While Faris and I were supping, 
she dragged up to the tent a lamb, bleating pitifully and 
struggling to get free. When I leaned down to hold the 
animal] fast, the girl drew my dagger from my belt and 
cried: “ Kill me this victim, so that I may cook it for 
thee” 

I took the curved blade from her hand and set the 
frightened lamb free to skip back to the flock. But the 
maiden looked at me reproachfully. 

“ All that is needful for sustaining life,” I said to her, 
“thou hast already given to the strangers. Allah is 
witness, we could not consume a whole lamb. Nor, 
indeed, can I see any vessel in which its meat could be 
cooked.” 

“ But here,” she said, “ is a spit, on it I could roast the 
kidneys and loin-pieces.”” 

Fortunately the girl stood in such horror of killing the 
animal herself, that Faris and I found it easy to convince 
her that the sacrifice was needless. All she feared was the 
reproach of her father for not according us Bedouin 
hospitality in full measure. 
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Without more words she sat down before the tent and 
made herself a small fire that lit up her figure as she bent 
over it. The flickering light played over her comely face 
glistening with rain-drops. She made a lovely picture of 
wild, unspoiled beauty and health. 

When it became clear to us that the young shepherdess 
meant to pass the night unsheltered in the open and the 
rain, I urged her repeatedly not to be afraid and to share 
the tent with us. I even threatened that if she would not, 
Faris and I would ride on. But she did not take my 
threat seriously : she laughed and replied lightly that she 
could go to her father’s tent and come back in the 
morning. 

“‘ Who is thy father ? ” Faris broke in. 

“ Tam Tuéma, daughter of Sha’il ibn Surhan: and we 
pitch our tent with the ashira (clan) of the Freyje.” 

“Tuéma,” said Faris coaxingly, “it is far to thy 
father’s place and it is night. Do thou trust us and 
repose thyself here at our feet.” 

“ Truly I am not afraid,” the girl said at last ; “ stay 
with me and do not ride on.” She rose as she spoke, flung 
a handful of faggots on the fire, and waited for the flames 
toleap up. Then she straightened her magnificent young 
body to its full height and, slipping the cloak from her 
shoulders, came into the tent. She stood facing us while 
she undid her wet neck-cloth, both her tapering arms 
with their delicate wrists stretched high above her head, 
seemingly quite at ease ; only her dark eyes regarded us 
somewhat shyly. 

I had stretched myself out in the shelter of the tent- 
cloth. Close behind me the crippled mother-ewe and her 
lamb had bedded down; they had found a warm spot 
against my shoulder and my fur-lined cloak. 

Faris, who had been lying at my side, jumped up when 
the girl entered and helped her to spread her wet shepherd's 
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cloak over a tilted tent-pole. When she had made up a 
“bed” for herself and was lying down, Faris spread his 
own shepherd cloak over her. The girl protested; but 
he pointed to his farwa (fur-caftan) and warm bedding of 
sheepskins and she let him have his way, casting a 
friendly glance at him. Both Faris and I were concerned 
not to disturb Tuéma’s trust in us by word or deed. 

The rain cleared and the silent moon rose. Its tender 
light shone on the gentle slopes of distant hills, while a 
warm wind fanned the steppe, drying grasses and flowers, 
the shivering sheep and our wet tent-wall. 

Tuéma and Faris were sound asleep, as I could tell from 
their rhythmic breathing. I lay musing between waking 
and sleeping. 

Suddenly the dogs started to bark furiously. In a 
trice Faris was up, had drawn his pistol from its holster 
and had rushed out. But even before he could pass 
beyond the shadow of the tent, Tuéma had reached him 
and had flung her arms round his body. “ Thou wilt 
scare the flock,’ she cried warningly; ‘‘do not shoot. 
It is only some small wolves; my dogs will chase them 
away. ... Sukhan! Kasabi!’’ she shouted, as she 
urged on the dogs. 

Faris lowered his pistol. Tuéma took it out of his 
hand and replaced it in his belt ; but she did not release 
him. Timidly she pressed herself against him, her arms 
about his hips. Her garments fluttered faintly, stirred by 
the warm dry breeze. The steppe exhaled its perfume. 
The air was saturated with a scent like that of lavender. 
Dawn had come, revealing the woolly backs of the 
huddled sheep, now quiet again. From far away, growing 
fainter and fainter, came the barking of the dogs, still 
chasing the wolves. Close by, our tethered horses snorted. 

Faris gently disengaged himself from Tuéma’s arms 
and, taking her by the hand, led her to the tent, where 
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they sat down side by side. As he leant towards her and 
kissed her on the top of the head, Tuéma drew the curved 
poniard from his belt, and put it in her lap. 

“ Let this dagger rest in my lap,” said she. It was thus 
she reminded him of her virginity. Among Bedouins of 
pure race a girl’s chastity has been, and still is, the most 
sacred rubric in the tribal code of honour. For its 
violation a father may kill his daughter, a brother his 
sister, and have her flesh cut in pieces. 

The sun broke through the veils of the morning, 
shooting flaming fingers across the heavens, and the 
dark earth glowed rosily. ‘‘Sabah!’’ whispered Faris 
to his beloved. Sabah means the morning, but it is also 
a poetic word for “ virgin bride.” Tuéma leaned her 
cheek to his. 

So they sat, motionless, without a word. Then Tuéma 
rose silently and strode toward her flock, but stopped 
suddenly and stood still. Entranced, Faris’s eyes drank 
in the beauty of her figure, clearly outlined beneath the 
folds of her thin garments, glorified by the rays of the 
morning sun. But when he started to follow, she gave a 
laugh and ran off swiftly, at the same time drawing her 
cloak about her shoulders, to the depression where her 
sheep were grazing and her dogs played, rolling over each 
other in the luxurious herbage. 

The radiance of a flawless morning was over the 
wilderness, In the crystal-clear air the eye could sweep 
far horizons across an immensity of tawny hills and green 
glades. A few fleecy clouds sailed in the blue heavens. 
A lark rose, jubilant, soaring higher and higher in an 
ecstasy of melody. And over the steppe like a caress still 
moved the gentle, warm wind. 

Such was the morning on which love awakened in 
Faris’s heart. 
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Breakfast ; and then Faris and I must resume our 
ride, Tuéma rekindled the fire in the hearth, stirred 
some flour into cold water, shaped the dough into small 
thin loaves, and baked them on the. glowing ashes 
During the meal she dipped dates into butter, rolled each 
into a piece of the still warm bread, and fed these morsels 
alternately into Faris’s mouth and mine. 

“Wilt thou ever return? ’’ Tuéma asked her new- 
found lover. 

“ All is known to the Lord,” replied Faris wistfully. 

“ And wilt thou think of me?” 

* And thou?” 

For answer she took him by the hand and led him to 
his mare, When he had swung himself on to her back, 
she hid her face against his thigh and began to weep. 
Leaning down, he gently raised her head by the chin and 
looked deep into her eyes. As her lifted face yearned 
towards him, their lips met for the first time. Her long 
eyelashes swept his cheek. 

And Faris told me later : 

“‘T felt her shining teeth when my lips left her lips ; 
it was like the taste of milk.” 

“ Stay 1”? Tuéma cried after us. 

“* God be my witness,” Faris called back, “ that hence- 
forward thy love will be the inseparable companion of 
my heart.’”” 

“* Peace be with thee, O Faris.” 

As often as we looked back, we could see Tuéma 
standing motionless by her flock, gazing after us. On the 
last hillock Faris unwound his kaffiyah (head-cloth) 
and waved it to the dwindling figure of the girl. She 
fluttered her shepherd’s cloak in answer. 


CHAPTER IV 
1 MEET MY BLOOD BROTHER AGAIN 


EACE and happiness smiled on the world. Here 

and there a rain-pool still shone in a hollow; 

wind and sun had already dried the hill-crests. 
A whirlwind rose ahead of us: it swept the ground 
like a broom, uprooted, snapped, and scattered small 
plants and flowers, and left bebind it a narrow zigzag 
track, like that of a monstrous snake. We were coated 
with a dust of fine sand and pollen. Crickets chirped in 
the herbage. Bustards and pin-tail grouse were busily 
hunting for woolly red caterpillars. Suddenly and quite 
unexpectedly, on topping a rise, we caught sight of black 
tents at the foot of the opposite slope. Very soon now 
I should see Amir Fuaz again. 

The tent of ceremony in which, long exciting years 
before, I had enjoyed Nauaf’s hospitality and had come 
to know his small son, was pitched far from the place 
on which it stood then. Yet everything seemed the same. 
I felt myself spirited back to that time and place. There 
were the same far-scattered lines of low black tents open 
in front ; the same camel-herds stringing out into the 
endless desert under the brilliant sun. The cushioned 
camel-saddle in the guest-tent against which I reclined, 
the very fire on the hearth where the coffee-water was 
steaming looked the same ; and the women’s quarters in 
the tent, with its disarray of saddles, saddle-bags, 
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mattresses, cushions and what not, seemed to be just as 
IT had last seen it. 

On the left of the guest-tent stood a smaller tent. From 
it presently emerged a young Bedouin, simply clad, but 
attended by four slaves carrying hunting-hawks, a string 
of greyhounds beside them. As I went to meet him I had 
an absurd sense of unreality. I knew of course who he 
was, but at the moment I simply could not feel that this 
dignified manly Sheykh ceremoniously advancing towards 
me was really the playful little boy of yore, the lovable 
but dirty gamin we had one night dragged out of a camel 
saddie-bag. Of one thing, however, I was instantly 
aware: Fuaz did not know me; and my name, as 
Arabian guest-ceremonial demands, had so far remained 
unspoken, nor had any news of my coming preceded me. 

A negro slave placed a small ekim—a black rug with a 
coloured border-design—at my feet. On this small but 
sacred emblem the Amir and I exchanged greetings. With 
his right hand over his heart he bade me “ God's peace.” 
Then he conducted me within the guest-tent. 

The four slaves spread the precious tribal rug of state : 
it covered the whole floor. On the farther side of the 
hearth, a great pile of sheepskins, rugs, and cushions, 
buttressed against two camel-saddles, made a luxurious 
divan—the throne of the desert chieftain. Fuaz slipped 
off his sandals and motioned to me to seat myself on his 
tight. Notables, slaves, and men of the Amir’s body- 
guard ranged themselves on the great rug. No one spoke. 
All eyes were on the coffee-cook who raked together the 
smouldering embers on the hearth and added new dried 
camel-dung. On the silence soon fell the sound of boiling 
water bubbling in the capacious long-spouted pot. 

The Amir’s body-servant, Mnahi—the same who had 
spread the rug of greeting—took a stick of incense from a 
fold of his head-cloth, broke off a piece and placed it on a 
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glowing dung-ember. Through the black roof-cloth 
filtered faintly the sunshine and wove a pattern of lights 
and shadows on the ground. Courtiers, warriors, and 
slaves formed a solemn, silent semicircle. Facing these 
squatting figures, Mnahi alone was on his feet ; he had 
taken his post on his master’s left and stood there erect 
and motionless, one sinewy black fist on the silver hilt of 
his sword. 

I stole surreptitious glances at my host. His kaffiyah 
framed an effeminate type of face, oval, with regular 
features and a high-bred, slightly aquiline nose. The 
dark eyes, brilliant and very large, were set beneath wide 
thick brows and a rather narrow forehead. When he 
smiled, dazzling white teeth showed under the small black 
moustache. The more I looked at this romantic young 
man, the more I recognized in him that spirited little 
blood-brother of mine in the long-ago. It required an 
effort of will to restrain my impatience and not to declare 
myself forthwith ; but I had to await the fitting moment. 
So far nobody had uttered a word. All seemed, or 
pretended, to be interested exclusively in the cook, 
still pottering about his hearth. In desert etiquette it is 
a gross breach of courtesy to ply a guest with questions 
about himself. At length, however, Fuaz gave me the 
lJonged-for opening ; he turned to me suddenly and said : 
““Whencesoever thou comest, O stranger, be thou 
welcome here!” 

“OQ Amir Fuaz,” I replied, “ stranger I can hardly be 
called among thy people. For once upon a time, in this 
very tent, I knew a boy, then little taller than the sword 
under thy slave’s hand. And it came to pass one after- 
noon, when that boy and his playmates were shooting 
with the sling, that I, by the will of God, chanced to walk 
near ; and a pebble flung by that child’s hand struck me 
squarely between the eyes. Now, one might have said 
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that Allah had marked my forehead with the Nur-ed-Dam 
{‘ Seal of Blood’). Therefore demanded I a great price 
for my blood.” 

Fuaz, who had listened with head inclined and lowered 
eyes, as if pondering, now raised them impetuously. For 
@ moment he stared at me as in a trance. Then his face 
lit up ; with a shout of joy he leapt to his feet, seized me 
by the shoulders, and strained me to his breast. ‘‘ Aziz,” 
he cried, using the Arab name bestowed on me by his tribe 
in the days of his childhood, “‘ Aziz, thou art returned ! 
El-hamdu l’iiah !”’ 

Again and again he kissed me on the cheeks and 
embraced me. “ Now,” he said, ‘‘do I understand the 
words I learned from my mu’'allim (teacher): ‘ Thou who 
followest with thy eye the flight of a bird or the course 
of the pebble flung from thy hand, what knowest thou 
of God’s purposes ?’”’ 


Yes, I had returned ! 

Once more I was with my Bedouins, to migrate again 
with their herds, to lie under their humped tent-roofs, 
to cover league after league perched on a racing-camel 
under the sun and the stars, to gallop astride one of their 
blue-blooded mares, those “ drinkers of the wind,” with 
slim greyhounds racing on the flanks of our cavalcade. 


CHAPTER V 


LOVE IN THE DESERT 


the Wadi Sirhan. Thunder showers and rain all 

over the land. The face of the earth had become 
one great pasture. The swelling udders of the she-camels 
oozed milk. Their calves were legion—comical, clumsy, 
long-legged creatures. A medley of sounds filled the air 
mingled with the creaking and groaning of camel-litters 
on the dromedaries’ backs; from under the awnings of 
which appeared happy-faced mothers fondling their 
young babies. This was the springtime of the year, when 
nature was pulsating with life. Women were being 
delivered of their children in their tents and in the shade 
amongst the animals, which were also big with young. 
In the low bushes and camel-grass could be heard the 
cheeping and chirping of desert chicks and fledgling 
bustards. The withered old desert had miraculously 
renewed herself and had become beautiful again with the 
bloom of youth, 

The gentle caresses of the rain and the sun had coaxed 
out myriads of blossoms. A diaphanous haze, silver and 
green, suffused hill and dale. Deeper and richer glowed 
the green of the flower-strewn meads in the wide depres- 
sions. Scent-laden, the soft spring wind blew gently over 
the gracious land. The eyes of the herdsmen were bright 
with gratitude; yet, morning after morning, the women 
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would pull the tent-posts from under the buckled roofs, 
roll up the unwieldy goat-hair tents and load them on the 
sturdy camels. 

Of that time, when the sun was moving northward and 
the tribe was moving with it—a time when Faris went to 
see his betrothed nearly every day—one memory stands 
out in high relief. 

“Let us go hunting,”’ Faris said to me one morning, 
and bade Mnahi hand him the automatic hunting-rifle 
which I had given him as a keepsake. We went to our 
horses which stood patiently between the lines, loosed 
their halters, and vaulted on to their backs. Then we 
cantered out into the plain. 

As we swept across a hill-top, we saw, a long way off, a 
good-sized herd of gazelles in full career and heading 
straight towards us. From time to time the animals 
disappeared from sight in a hollow, but as they came 
nearer we saw that they were in flight from a Bedouin, 
pursuing them on a swift sorrel mare. He was plainly 
seeking to cut a pure white buck, the leader, out of the 
herd. Again and again the buck found safety by pushing 
into the midst of his racing mates; but the sorrel was 
nimble of foot and well-trained and her rider skilful. 
The herd repeatedly broke and scattered; and the 
pursuer steadily gained on his prey. At last he fired at 
close range and the gazelle-buck tumbled over and over 
and lay still. 

When we had come closer to the hunter, who was 
already dressing his game, we noticed with amazement 
that it was no man at all. “ By my faith, it is a maiden,” 
cried Faris. We urged on our horses, and I was the first 
to come up with the huntress. She had risen, the blood- 
stained knife in one hand ; with the other she pulled her 
neckerchief up to her eyes, to hide her features. But I 
had already recognized her. “ Tuéma!” I called out 
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delightedly. For a moment she showed only her laughing 
eyes ; then she let the neck-cloth drop from her face and 
held out both hands to me. I drew her to me and kissed 
her on the forehead. 

Faris, still in the saddle, pretended to be greatly 
astonished. ‘“‘ Aziz,” he exclaimed with perfect dis- 
simulation, “‘ dost thou know this maiden?” 

Taking up his jest I shook my head: “No; but she 
looks very much like one I know.” 

But love’s impatience cut short the little comedy. 
Faris slipped from his horse and embraced Tuéma, 
babbling his delight at meeting her so unexpectedly. 
Then he took one of her hands and Jaid it in mine, saying : 
“This is thy sister, O Aziz; and if she were not my 
betrothed, she might well be thine, Isit not so, Tuéma ? ” 
She nodded bashfully. 

When Faris helped her to tie the buck on her mare’s 
crupper, I noticed with surprise that the animal did not 
shy at the smell of blood. Faris had trained it, Tuéma 
explained. He had taken the mare on a raid and had 
only recently sent her to Tuéma’s father as a bride-gift. 
She was a muhajjala and he had named her “ Sabah” on 
account of her colour—a sorrel with a white blaze and 
white stockings on the forelegs. The beautiful beast 
whinnied softly and rubbed her forehead on Tuéma’s 
shoulder. “ She is coaxing you,” said Faris. 

With a few vigorous and dexterous strokes of her 
hunting knife Tuéma severed head and neck from the 
buck’s carcass and handed me the bloody trophy. Then 
she picked up her carbine and, like a boy, vaulted on the 
back of her horse with a single swing over its flank and a 
twist of her body. She gave us a roguish parting look 
and rode off. 

Faris gripped me hard by the shoulder. ‘She is 
as shy as a gazelle fawn,” he exclaimed ecstatically. 








f 


4‘ 


“THE DRINKER OF THE WIND” 
Kuhaylat-Ajuz Mare, the * Antinone-skinned-Amtelope "the genuine Arabian 


» 


Bedouin horses arc often tied to the test 
stol 






(ar.ew) ST 
‘The wife or daughter of the owner of amare is the "Keeper of the Key” which Jocks 
hese iron hobbles, 


LOVE IN THE DESERT 51 


“And can there be another maid as beautiful as 
she?” 

The following day Faris fetched me to go on a visit to 
Tuéma’s household. After we had exchanged compli- 
ments with her father, Surhan, we went to the women’s 
quarters. Tuéma was there alone; the other inmates 
of the harem had gone out. 

Faris put his arms about his beloved. “ My wild 
he-ostrich,”’ she greeted him, nestling her head on his 
shoulder. ‘ My little ostrich-hen,” he replied. 

Tuéma presently handed her lover one of the Bedouin 
bread-loaves, which was twisted together in the manner 
of a dumpling. It contained a small! sugary cake of 
Tuéma’s own making, the traditional offering of an 
espoused Bedouin maiden to her husband-to-be. Faris 
broke it into three pieces, sharing it with the girl and me. 
He thanked her gravely and then, stroking her hair, he 
said: ‘‘In exchange for this I shall gather for thee a 
bouquet that shall not wither, and I shall bring thee also 
a pair of silver ankle-rings.” 

Tuéma laughed and held out her hand: “ No bigger 
than the tip of my little finger are the flowers of our wilds, 
and thou dost promise to pick a bouquet forme? And 
where wouldst thou find silver bangles where there is no 
silversmith ? ”’ 

“In truth, loveliest maid, O my mistress, I shall pick 
for thee a bunch of rare flowers wherewith to adorn 
thyself for our festive hours in the hills,’ he insisted. 

Still incredulous, she mocked at him, gaily rumpling 
his head till she had pulled off his aghal and kaffiyah. 

“Oh, how untidy thou art!” she exclaimed. 

Six dishevelled tresses had tumbled over his shoulders. 
She drew him closer and put his head in her lap. Then 
she set about rebraiding in proper fashion his Ishmaelite 
locks, From the flap of her head-cloth she took a handful 
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of dried gazelle-dung ; small blackish green capers. They 
spread an odour of thyme and camomile as she crumbled 
the pellets between her palms and rubbed the stuff, like 
a scent-powder, into the long strands of hair. Faris kept 
as still as a mouse, without a word. 

At last she had completed her task. Faris replaced his 
head-dress ; then he declared: ‘“‘ Now it is the turn 
of Aziz!” 

Whether I would or no, I too must put my head in 
Tuéma’s lap and let her, with Faris’s assistance, plait my 
mop into little pigtails and powder them with her exotic 
perfume. What a sight I must have looked! I always 
regret that I did not have my photograph taken then. 
At all events, Faris and Tuéma grew so merry over their 
handiwork that people from the neighbouring tents came 
running up and burst out laughing at “ Aziz Radhwan.” 

As Faris and I were leisurely riding homeward that 
night, we heard distant hoof-beats behind us. The sound 
rapidly grew, and there came a rush of riders—twelve or 
more Bedouins on swift steeds. In the moonlight I saw 
their long locks and head-cloths fluttering, their shepherd’s 
cloaks flapping in the air. They noticed us and came 
straight towards us. As they galloped past they 
brandished their carbines and boisterously called out our 
names. We urged on our horses and sped after them to 
the tent of the chieftain. 


CHAPTER VI 
“THE COMMANDER OF OUR CAMEL-SADDLES” 


EN we drew rein, slaves were already 
lighting a huge signal-fire to call together the 
warriors of the tribe. A strong raiding-party 

of the Bishri (the three federated clans of the Anaza: 
the Fidan, Saba, and Amarat) was reported to be 
advancing. It was said to number five hundred camel- 
riders, with some hundreds of war-mares. Perhaps the 
numbers were exaggerated. 

That night Amir Fuaz made alll his dispositions. Before 
the first grey of dawn Faris was at my bedside, ‘“‘ Awake 
if thou wouldst ride with us,” I heard him say with a 
laugh. I jumped up and hastened to make ready for the 
march, Faris handed me a filled water-skin, a lump of 
pressed dates, several balls of hard Bedouin cheese, the 
size of a fist, and a stack of fresh-baked bread-cakes. 
With the help of Mnahi, who was to be my rider-attendant, 
I stowed everything in the saddle-bags of my dhalul 
{racing-camel), saddled Sadha, my white war-mare, and 
tied her by her halter to the dromedary’s cinch. 

Amir Fuaz had appointed Faris leader of our camel 
corps. 

It was still dark when we started. The moon had set. 
The night was calm and the voices of the riders, chanting 
as they rode, made no echo, but moved over the desert 
like a wave of sound—eerie, magic, beautiful. In the dark- 
ness loomed the indistinct figures of the camels ; now and 
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then only was heard the faint padding of soft soles, or 
the creak of a saddle. Thus, like riders from another 
world, we made our noiseless way among the hills, till 
dawn broke over us and at last the sun rose. 

Slender, silver chains, braided girths, and coloured 
halters, embroidered with blue and red beads, adorned. 
the necks and flanks of our camels. At their sides 
cantered the riderless mares, necks gently arched, supple 
backs taut, tails high—held only by the gay-coloured 
top-piece of the woollen head-gear ; for the Bedouins of 
Arabia, in contrast to the African, use neither bit nor 
bridle. The thin saddle-cloths were made of panther or 
gazelle skins, secured by a narrow leather girth. 

Like wildcats, with glittering eyes and taut muscles, the 
companion-riders crouched behind their comrades on the 
high humps of the camels, carbines at the ready. From 
their shoulders floated the ends of their kaffiyahs, which 
they wore wound about head and neck. 

In the early afternoon, Faris, riding at our head in the 
midst of his black body-guard, gave the signal to change 
mounts ; he had seen a dust-cloud which, it appeared, 
was caused by two automobiles now approaching rapidly. 

In the twinkling of an eye, sixty-seven fierce fellows had 
flung themselves, rifle in hand, from their trotting drome- 
daries to the backs of their mares and had unslipped the 
lines from the camel-girths. Then they dug their bare 
heels into their horses’ flanks, and leaving the camel- 
troop behind, forged ahead and were lost in a cloud of 
dust. Only their wild yells, the neighing of their horses, 
and the drumming of the hoofs were audible. The mad 
tush of the horsemen had made Sadha, my mare, restive ; 
she pulled at her line and gave me to understand that she 
wanted to be init too. I grabbed my Mauser and vaulted 
from the high saddle of my dhalul to her back. With a 
whinny she responded to the pressure of my thighs and 
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careered after the others, extending herself like a gazelle 
when I, with my face almost touching her mane, called her 
by name. Closer and closer to the band thundering ahead 
she carried me, and soon I had overtaken the rearmost 
and was coming up with Faris and his escort. 

The automobiles now appeared on a ridge and we 
recognized them at once as battle-cars of the Ruala, 
We all stopped and waited for their coming. It turned 
out that they carried Amir Fuaz himself, accompanied 
by Mijhem and several other men. They had captured 
in the neighbourhood of their camp a scout of the Beni 
Sakhr. This man had refused to answer questions, and 
the Amir had forbidden his men to force information 
from him by torture; yet from the appearance of the 
spy in that locality the young chieftain thought it reason- 
able to infer that the tribe of the Beni Sakhr had also 
taken arms against the Ruala, who were threatened from 
the other side as well by the Bishri. He therefore 
divided our force: two-thirds, now under the command 
of Mijhem, were to remain facing the Bishri; the other 
third, under Faris, was to swing south-east against the 
Beni Sakhr. 

Naturally, I attached myself to Faris’s command. 
Before we parted from the others, I purchased a magnifi- 
cent racing-camel six years old, which its owner, a Rueyli, 
had looted from the Sharrarat ; a fawn she-dhalul with 
a lion’s head and great gazelle eyes. I had fallen in love 
with this fine animal at first sight. She was the pride of 
her captor and she cost me more than I had ever dreamt 
of paying for a racing-camel—sixty-five pounds sterling— 
but she was worth the money. 

What was most beautiful in her and what charmed me 
most were the long, ideal line of the back and the high- 
swung belly-line from the breast-bone to the hind thighs. 
This racing build gave her ample freedom for paces 
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which were a sheer delight—even and soft, easy and long- 
striding. She was very speedy and indefatigable in 
either trot or gallop, as I proved the very day I bought 
her. It was pure joy to be privileged to ride this thorough- 
bred animal; I had not been deceived in her. 

She was small, but had extraordinary endurance, 
though she was often overtaxed. Despite her size and 
light build and fine bones she was a great load-carrier. 
In vigour she was equal to the very biggest and strongest 
tracing camels. Without losing a scrap of her elegance 
and good looks this noble animal carried me for weary 
weeks on the long ride into the Nufud and back. Her 
satin skin never lost its lustre. Even her sweet breath 
was more pleasing than that of any other of the many 
racing-camels I have known. Her hips, neck, and legs 
were slim ; her hump small, but firm ; her voice soft and 
tender, a low gurgling or sobbing. But as a rule she would 
converse with me by means of her speaking-eyes or a 
gentle push with her nose against my shoulder or thigh. 
She loved to rub herself against me and to play with me ; 
and at night, chewing her cud, she would snuggle and 
bend so cleverly that I had a comfortable, sheltered 
bed-place against her warm body. 

She was sumptuously caparisoned. Her shedad, the 
silver-mounted saddle of acacia-wood, with its leather 
cushions and three sheepskins, still rests on the floor of 
my room ; and often of an evening I sit on it and read, or 
dream of Maha, the fleet Sharrarijeh. On the wall of my 
room hangs, wonderfully preserved, her saddle trappings 
and the huge goat-hair saddle-bags with long rows of 
knotted tassels and braided fringes that used to reach far 
below Maha’s belly and swing in rhythm with her gait. 
Her rashma, too, I still have—the head-halter of fine 
coloured wool—red, blue, and green on a black ground. 
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Shouting merrily to one another and singing camel- 
songs we trotted southward. In Arabia neither spurs nor 
whips are needed for urging on horses or camels. The 
Tiders’ cheerful, rhythmic chants, their merry yodeling, 
their clear melodious voices, suffice. The Arab voice is 
very unlike the nasal, sleepy, monotonous croak of the 
Egyptians and Syrians. The Bedouin camel-songs too 
are masculine, bold, and tuneful so that the camels and 
the horses love this diversion. On the march they will 
sing hour after hour—these hardy, lean riders. But often 
enough they will be silent when hunger, thirst, and dust 
have wearied them, or when it is expedient to muffle 
mouth and nose from the heat and sand. 


CHAPTER VII 
DEATH IN THE DESERT 


RIS and his band marched along in high spirits 

The sky was blue, the earth a verdant green, the 
scented air full of sunshine ; and from horizon to 
horizon stretched the wilderness in one unbroken expanse. 

At times one lost the sense of progress. Were we 
standing still? Riding in a circle ?—so unchanging was 
the landscape. Yet one never tired of it, nor could one 
have enough of this exhilarating motion. 

Steppe, desert, rising and falling imperceptibly, ridge 
hardly distinguishable from valley ; except perhaps that 
the valley still glistened a little from the last shower and 
showed a more vigorous touch of fresh green, 

Three days we thus journeyed. For three days no 
tents, no herds ; nothing but the empty wilderness under 
the serene sky, now gay with herbage, now grim with 
gravel, stones, and lava. 

On the fourth day, from the edge of a steep escarpment, 
as from a sea-cliff, we suddenly saw spread before our 
eyes the Wadi Sirhan, here immensely wide. A medley 
of chalk-coloured banks rising from lime rock, stony 
plains, salt marshes, sand-dunes, grey shrubs, tablelands, 
deep-furrowed, loamy beds of rain-torrents, called wudian, 
covered with black rubble. 

Towards the evening of the next day we reached 
Mayku’, an old watering-place of the Ruala. Some 
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hundreds of them were still under tents there in the 
shadow of the grey hills, and we bivouacked with them. 
All through the night they kept watering their herds at 
the deep well-holes, and we heard the incessant creaking 
of the small wooden rollers in the primitive, wooden 
bearings, with their dripping ropes, some eighty feet long. 

A few hours’ ride beyond Mayku’ we entered the wide 
dark tableland of Bsayta, the flattened remains of what is 
probably the oldest mountain range in the Arabian 
peninsula. A few inconsiderable,summits, covered, with 
a fine film of sand, me rise from its surface which 
extends for more than Sixty miles—a perfectly level 
waste without water, without pasture, on which it seems 
to have hailed black gravel. At one stroke the blithe 
world was changed ; all round us was desolation. But 
gloomy and eerie as Bsayta appeared at first sight, a few 
days in it taught me to love this waste, with all its 
hopeless melancholy. The solitude and stillness as of an 
abandoned planet brooded over it. Now and then an 
oryx-antelope or an ostrich fied at our approach. Very 
rarely did we pass a shrub that was knee-high or see a 
green leaf or a flower. No bird sang here; even snakes 
and lizards avoided this waste. Occasionally in summer 
{it depended on the rainfall) there grew a strange, rich 
crop in Bsayta—the samh, a low small-leafed plant, on 
whose twigs small berries ripen, containing reddish brown 
seed-granules. These the Bedouins roast and grind into 
a dark, bitter flour. Kneaded with sheep-butter and 
dates, or boiled in water into a sort of porridge, it becomes 
edible. 

After renewing our water-supply at the Hausa well 
we pushed on toward Bir Bair and into the north-western 
Wadi Sirhan, the proper grazing-grounds of the Beni 
Sakhr. One after another we reconnoitred the scattered 
camps of our supposed enemy, despatching after each 
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such reconnaissance two couriers with messages to our 
main body, which was then camping near the Umm Wual. 
One night Faris himself, ‘Commander of our Camel- 
saddles ”’ as we called him, crept close enough to the tents 
of the Beni Sakhr to be able to listen to their talk. The 
total result of our efforts seemed to be the comforting 
conclusion that the Beni Sakhr must have given up their 
plans for a raid on the Ruala. 

We preserved caution, however; and one morning, 
soon after sunrise, as we were lying in ambush on the salt- 
crusted ground under cover of some bushes, long lines of 
free camels appeared on the plain and scattered to graze. 
Behind them came loaded camels and migrating families 
of the Beni Sakhr. We hoped they would make camp 
before noon so that we might make sure whether their 
fighting-men were still with them. But it was already 
late afternoon when we saw then from a great distance 
halt their camels. Tent-rolls and props tumbled to the 
ground, and women, children, and slaves industriously 
started to pitch the new camp. Now there arrived also 
numerous horsemen and camel-riders—the guards who 
had been covering the flanks of the migrating band. 

Almost without sound our dhaluls rose as we left our 
last hiding-place and with long strides trotted after 
Faris’s she-camel. She was pregnant and had been 
restless alt day. Suddenly she refused to go farther and 
lay down. This spelt danger for us, for scouts always 
tange the vicinity of a Bedouin camp. Moreover, there 
could be no better place for the enemy to ambush us: 
white lime rocks shut us in on one side, while the rest was 
a confusion of blackish glistening scree and bush-crowned 
clay tumuli. 

Several of us helped Faris to unharness his dhalul, 
since it was clear that she would calve. She turned on her 
side. Faris looked at us crestfallen, as if expecting 
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reproaches ; but all merely laughed at this misadventure. 
There was not a harsh word, no cursing, no blaming of 
the innocent camel—only that calm and composure of the 
Bedouin that ever evoke my admiration. 

Faris kept tenderly stroking his beloved dhalul, and 
when the moment had come, while I held down the 
animal’s head, he and one of his slaves aided the delivery 
of the calf. It was as tall as a grown man. At first I 
thought it was still-born, but after its mother had licked 
it for some time it gave signs of life. That night the 
baby-camel could stand on its legs and was allowed to 
suckle ; but toward morning it was led aside and killed. 
The poor mother wailed and moaned loudly for her 
offspring. But she quieted down when Faris came back 
to her. She kept nosing his arm and shoulder and 
sniffing the air. This aroused my curiosity and I went 
nearer. Faris had sewn a piece of the baby-camel’s hide 
on the sleeve and shoulder of his cloak. It was this that 
had soothed the mother. Later in the afternoon, before 
we remounted, she let herself be milked. She would still 
whimper from time to time, but instantly became quiet 
when Faris reached out his arm or pressed his shoulder 
to her nostrils. 

At length about noon we rode forward, our scouts in 
advance. 

Beyond a ridge we saw vultures circling. At the foot 
of its farther slope we found trampled ground and the 
dead bodies of a Bedouin and his riding-camel. The 
man’s body had been stripped. Not a scrap of clothing 
could we find, neither saddle nor gear, to help us find out 
whence he had come and of what tribe he was. 

One of our scouts came back just then to report that 
camels of the Beni Sakhr were grazing close ahead and 
that armed guards were with the herdsmen. 

Suddenly we caught sight of a number of men on some 
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rising ground, half-hidden by the bushes, and the glint 
of rifles levelled at us. “Ho there! ye camel-riders!”’ 
they called to us. 

“' Friends |’ Faris shouted back, as we pulled up. But 
shots cracked and bullets whistled over our heads, Faris 
laughed. “ Beni Sakhr!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ Here stand 
Ruala. Here stands Faris ibn Naif. Peace—peace 
unto you!” 

But the men did not trust us. It must, indeed, have 
seemed very suspicious to them that a ghazu of the Ruala 
should appear in so distant a region. They did not return 
our peace-greeting. Instead, cries of “ Kill them! kill 
them!” rose from many throats all round us. 

New opponents seemed to rise out of the ground. 
Undoubtedly they had left their horses out of sight and 
had crept up under cover. At last, just when their shouts 
of ‘ Kill them ”’ sounded particularly ominous, and shots 
crackled repeatedly, and we were vainly trying to 
make ourselves understood in the general hubbub, 
one man strode from cover and called out: “ Faris ibn 
Naif!” 

Our leader slipped from his dhalul and called back 
joyously: “‘ Jirad ibn Jeneyb!’’ It was one of the 
Shiyukhs of the Beni Sakhr, and an old acquaintance 
of Faris. 

Ina trice the Beni Sakhr broke cover and pressed about 
us. We were deluged with questions as they led us to 
their camp, distant a few hours’ ride. On the way Faris 
told them of the capture of a scout of their tribe and of our 
peaceable journey of inquiry into their grazing-grounds. 
Ever and again Ibn Jeneyb protested that the Beni Sakhr 
were at ‘‘unclouded peace” with the Ruala and that the 
captured spy must be a robber and an outcast from the 
tribe, who wanted to plunder the Ruala on his own 
account. 
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When we had dismounted in his camp, Ibn Jeneyb had 
a camel slaughtered before our eyes. A slave caught its 
blood in a bowl. He then tore up a bunch of grass, dipped 
it in the blood, and with this brush painted the tribal 
emblem on the necks and flanks of our riding-camels. 
This was to serve, as it were, as a guarantee of our peaceful 
intentions and as a safe conduct among the rest of the 
Beni Sakhr. 

A small detachment of chem was still in pursuit of 
the Bedouins from the north-western lava-region who 
had broken into the Wadi Sirhan and, the day before, had 
fallen on Beni Sakhr herders grazing their camels. The 
taiders lost one dead—it was his corpse we had found— 
while the Beni Sakhr had two men wounded. 

I visited these wounded men and found one of them, 
with two ghastly bullet-wounds in chest and abdomen, 
lying at the point of death. I did my best to save him— 
I had my case of surgical instruments, morphine and 
bandages with me—but it was too late to help. I could 
do no more than ease his last hours by alleviating his pain. 
He could not have been over forty. Friends carried him 
presently the short distance to Ibn Jeneyb’s tent and 
laid him down there. Then a slave led up a handsome 
riding-camel. It was touching to see how the intelligent 
animal seemed to sense that its master was dying. It 
caressed him repeatedly, and with large, anxious eyes 
circled round, touching the strange men with its slit lips 
and its soft silky nostrils. 

The dying man was speaking to Ibn Jeneyb, his 
chieftain, when a severe hemorrhage caused him to faint. 
When he came to again, he whispered some words to the 
slave ; and before I could take in what was happening, 
the negro, bending back the camel’s head, killed it with 
a lightning plunge of his dagger into the jugular 
vein. 
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Other slaves immediately skinned the animal and 
spread out the hide, the bloody side up, before the tent. 
Then they undressed the dying man and laid him on it. 
His last wish had been to be buried in the skin of his 
cherished dhalul, and the thought that his wish was to be 
realized made him happy as he lay dying. But I was not 
the only one to regret the purposeless death of the 
splendid animal. 

When, toward evening the man had breathed his last, 
four or five of the watchers, his friends, got up one after 
another and lightly touched his forehead with their 
finger-tips. Ibn Jeneyb, who knelt beside the dead 
man, put his hand under his left armpit ; after a while he 
called out : “ In truth, he is cold!” 

Getting up hastily, he folded the wet, bloody winding- 
sheet over the corpse and directed his slaves to dig a 
grave for him in the sand. Without ceremony or any show 
of emotion it was borne away and given into the keeping 
of the earth. 

After parting from the Beni Sakhr, we moved back by 
slow marches toward the bill-lands of Bir Hausa which 
abound in game. 

At the wells we fell in with camel-riders watering a 
herd. They were Sharrarat, and friendly to the Ruala— 
luckily, as it turned out. They helped us to draw water 
from the holes fifty feet deep; and in the evening we 
withdrew with them into the protecting hills, camping in 
a rocky hollow, with sentries posted on the black pinnacles. 
The stars sparkled down on us as we ate supper. It 
consisted of the roasted flesh of a camel-calf, very 
tender, crisp bread-cakes and fresh camel-milk, followed 
by the customary “ dessert” of dates mixed with sour 
sheep-butter. It was after midnight before we Ruala 
tolled up in our cloaks, each man with his loaded carbine 
under his head. For we did not completely trust the 
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Sharrarat, even though we had eaten and drunk together 
and they lived under Nuri Shalan’s “heel.’’ But the 
night passed peacefully, and on the morrow, after we had 
exchanged trifling presents, we bade good-bye to our 
hosts. 


CHAPTER VIII 


PANTHER AND OSTRICH 


volcanic table-mountains of the Jabal Tubayk. 

Precipitous cliffs, riven and pinnacled rocks, rise 
some six hundred feet from flower-sprinkled level pastures 
and valleys strewn with black lava boulders. It is a 
country of savage beauty, in which gazelles and game- 
birds are numerous. 

There Faris and I, out after game, chanced to come 
on three tents tucked away in a hollow. They belonged 
to members of that curious folk, the Sulkan (singular : 
Sleyb)—nomadic hunters and handicraftsmen. In the 
popular sense they resembie the gypsies. Like them they 
doctor man and beast, love music, are fortune-tellers, and 
have a weakness for things occult and superstitious. 

As hunters, trackers and scouts the Sulkan surpass the 
other Bedouins, and they know the desert better than 
any other nomads. Many a secluded water-hole is known 
only tothem. Their origin isa mystery. They are few in 
number, but are held together by some sort of tribal 
organization, under a Chief; and they pay tribute— 
“ protection money ’’—to the Ruala and other Bedouin 
tribes. In return, each of these appoints from among its 
own tribesmen a “ Brother ” to the Sulkan, charged with 
looking after their interests. 

The Chief of the Sulkan was then one Ralib welde 
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Tulihan, and it was to this young man that the little camp 
we had discovered belonged. Ralib, accompanied by his 
wife and children, and two brothers and their families, 
was on his way north to the Ruala (five or six hundred 
miles means nothing to these people) to treat with his 
“ Brother ’’ there for the recovery of some thirty Sulkan 
camels which, he said, a band of unidentified Ruala had 
driven off. 

One of the tents of these Arab gypsies was made of 
sewn gazelle-skins. For tent-pegs they used oryx horns. 
I observed that these people have no vessels made of 
wood ; all I saw were of leather. In place of rugs and 
cushions they used the skins of asses, ostriches, panthers, 
and antelopes. Their clothing, too, excepting the 
shepherd’s cloaks, was made of pelts and hides. 

Faris proposed to Ralib that he should guide us into the 
Nufud and promised to charge himself with the matter of 
the camels and round them up as soon as he returned to 
the tribe; Ralib’s family meanwhile were to wander 
northward without him. Ralib accepted; and soon 
thereafter we departed from the wild Jabal Tubayk. 

We had followed Ralib’s lead for several uneventful 
days when, on reaching a wadi, he pointed out the fresh 
tracks of a panther. Leaving our camels behind under 
guard, we followed the trail on horseback for some 
distance, when suddenly our mares snorted through 
wide-open nostrils ; they had winded the beast of prey. 
We dismounted and crept cautiously towards an escarp- 
ment where Ralib surmised the panther was lying up. 
It had been there in fact, but its tracks led further: the 
Sleyb made sure that it had struck down a gazelle in that 
very place and had dragged it off. The big cat must 
therefore be close by, and we had to be doubly cautious. 
We scattered in the wadi and advanced singly. 

Presently I saw, not fifty paces off, beside an over- 
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hanging bank on which the sun shone, two panther cubs 
at play. Round them lay the remains of their last meal— 
splintered bones and ragged bits of gazelle-skin. Then I 
became aware also of the mother panther, stretched out 
in the shade under cover, only a part of the back and the 
tail showing. I motioned to Faris and Mnahi, and for a 
while we just watched the rare spectacle. Ralib must be 
somewhere near, but our eyes searched in vain for him, 
and of course we could not call out. 

Faris lifted his rifle and communicated to me in panto- 
mime that he meant to aim at the big panther—perhaps 
that her young might be taken alive. Suddenly, however, 
two shots came from the side, their echoes mingling in 
the wadi. The pretty game of the little robbers had come 
to an abrupt end; quivering and bleeding, the kittens 
lay on the hard gravel. Their mother, roused from her 
slumber, was up in a bound, flung herself over her young, 
snatched up one between her teeth and was about to 
disappear from sight, when Mnahi, who until then had 
looked on quietly, fired. The big cat made one somersault 
and lay still. Sand and stones rolled down the bank. The 
animal did not stir ; to all appearance it was dead. Now 
we called out and Ralib appeared, with apologies ; he had 
shot the cubs because from his position he could not see 
the mother. 

The deadly bullet had lodged in the panther’s throat. 
“ Daughter of the Terrible One,” Ralib called her. She 
was indeed a formidable cat. Her paws, not big but very 
powerful, were armed with claws as long as a man’s 
finger, which doubtless had ripped the jugular vein of 
many a gazelle and antelope and broken the back of many 
a goat. 

The Sleyb plunged his long knife into the panther’s 
body, then drew it across the throat and ankles, severed 
the head and paws and flung them at my feet as souvenirs, 
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Then he ripped open the belly and chest, and tore out the 
heart. Like a savage-bred animal he bit into the bloody 
tissue and sucked his mouth full of the panther’s life- 
fluid. He believed that this potent draught would add to 
his own boldness and strength. 

In the course of our progress Ralib discovered imprints 
of the big feet—the two pairs of toes—of an “ Earless 
One,” as the Bedouins call the ostrich. We followed the 
well-marked track until we could make out the bird with 
our field-glasses, far away. It was feeding. Cautiously 
we beat up, taking three hours to cover a couple of miles 
or so; then waited while the ostrich took a sandbath. 
Presently a second ostrich, not visible to us before, rose 
from the ground nearby and joined the bather—clear 
indication that they were brooding birds and that their 
nest must be quite close. 

During the heat of noon the birds rested, then resumed 
feeding tillevening. Several times they disappeared from 
sight, but Ralib was certain from experience that their 
nest was not far from the spot where the second ostrich 
had first shown itself; and, sure enough, before sunset 
the pair returned and bedded down near the very place. 

Warily Faris, Mnahi, and I approached, following the 
minute instructions given us by Ralib, who remained 
behind with our horses. We crept up towards the resting 
birds to within about fifty paces and took cover. With the 
glare gone as the sun went down I could easily distinguish 
the male from the female. 

I betrayed myself by a slight movement, and at once 
the two ostriches sprang up and ran about frantically 
with flapping wings. Then the hen took flight with seven 
bristly small chicks, the cock following protectively in the 
tear. The chicks, however, ran hither and thither, and 
Faris contrived to catch three of them and secure them 
by tying their legs with leather straps. 
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Ralib, who had come up with the mares, warned us 
against pursuing the ostriches. Once in full flight they 
could not be overtaken by even the fleetest horse ; but, 
if not harried, they would only run in circles and finally 
return to their young. 

Nevertheless, Faris, caring only to bag the male, gave 
chase. The cock had maintained his place as rear-guard, 
looking back frequently as he ran with paddling move- 
ments of his wings; but, when he saw the horsemen in 
pursuit, he abandoned his family and dashed off, now 
straight ahead, now zig-zagging abruptly. Mnahi, Ralib, 
and I now joined in the chase, and in a quarter of an hour 
came close enough to turn the ostrich in Faris’s direction. 
The youth threw himself from his galloping horse, which 
ran on a distance before it could stop. Kneeling, Faris 
took a hasty aim and fired twice. As the shot rang out 
the bird took a tumble and remained lying on its side 
fluttering. Faris leaped up, dropped rifle and cloak, and 
ran up to the ostrich struggling in the death throes. He 
whipped his knife from his belt and plunged it into the 
bird’s throat close to the breast-bone. Then he bent back 
the heavy wings and plucked the white display feathers, 
a foot long. 

Ralib regarded the prey appraisingly. With his dagger 
he then skinned the bird, opened it, and with an expert 
eye carved out the best breast-pieces. Roasted, the meat 
tasted like that of a fat bustard and was tender enough ; 
but to my taste the liver and the heart—the latter small 
for so large a bird—were better. 

While we were galloping after the ostrich cock, I 
noticed that the hen had returned in a wide curve to the 
nesting-place, and at her calls the chicks came out of 
hiding and let themselves be herded away by her. But 
three of the young, those which Faris had caught and 
bound, could not have got away. We vainly searched 
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for them, however, and were on the point of giving up 
when we discovered them, half-hidden in the sand and 
still as mice, 

‘When we resumed our forward march, Faris stowed 
the young ostriches in the saddle-bag of his own camel. 
Throughout the long joumney he fed them on fresh buds 
and shoots, but particularly on caterpillars. Wild and 
shy at first, hunger subdued them even on the second 
day; and before a few weeks had passed they would 
trustfully feed from our hands. 


CHAPTER IX 
THE NUFUD 


HAD my first sight of the Nufud from the neigh- 
bourhood of the Shedad Umm-Kur. 

And what a sight! The waves of the red desert, 
rising and falling evenly, seemed to extend to infinity. 
Crescent-shaped crests and twisted cones; a contrast of 
light and shade; dark red levels which rose to banks 
against flanks aflame with the sun. In gorges between 
the red walls, sixty to a hundred and sixty feet deep, a 
shimmer of silver and green ; scattered low bushes and 
small trees with straight milk-white trunks and supple 
drooping branches, bearing feathery twigs and greyish 
green needles. 

I held my breath, overwhelmed with amazement and 
admiration. 

With soundless steps Maha made for the first tree, 
stretched her slim shapely neck and nibbled with obvious 
delight the yellowish young shoots and the new green 
needles of the ghada—a species of tamarisk. As far as the 
sand-dunes of the Nufud roll, the ghada also is found— 
a boon and a blessing to camel and to man. Its roots are 
anchored deep in the red waste of pure quartz-sand, and 
it disdains other desert soil. 

Maha knew the Nufud. She followed the tortuous 
slopes which, as in a storm-tossed ocean, led from trough 
to crest and, past deep chasms, to the next slope. 
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Impossible to steer a straight course as in the Hamad or 
Harra. In endless spirals and twists we wound our way, 
up hill and down dale. Now and then our way led across 
a small level plain, but this would invariably end in a 
swelling dune, on the other side of which was always a 
bowl or a steep crater—a curions configuration, quite 
different from the sand-dunes of the Northern Sahara 
with which I was familiar. 

At times one would be tempted by a stretch of smooth 
firm ground to take a low sandy bank at a run ; but Maha 
knew better! She knew these treacherous dunes and 
would not be hurried. They were really dangerous, these 
undulations of sand with the yielding edge that looked so 
harmiess ; and commonly there would be a steep drop 
into an abyss on the farther side. Sometimes we took 
more than half an hour to get from one dune to the next. 
Our small band of camel-riders had hard work to keep 
together, but perhaps it was the camels themselves that 
kept together. Faris entrusted me entirely to Maha’s 
lead. She had spent several months each year in the 
Nufud and knew instinctively, it seemed to me, how to 
tell danger-spots in advance. 

This ride in the Nufud remains with me as an imperish- 
able memory—unforgettable the afternoon when I first 
beheld its ruddy brow lifted menacingly from the plain. 

The fascination of the first few days made me eager to 
traverse the whole breadth of the red desert, though I 
had to own that a crossing would be exceedingly trying. 
From our position on the Nufud’s western margin it was 
some three hundred miles to its eastern edge ; and if in 
these dunes our camels made three miles or so in an hour— 
but not half of that as the crow flies—they were doing well. 
When I expressed my wish to cross it, Faris sensibly pro- 
tested that we were in no way prepared for such an under- 
taking and I had to content myself with Faris’s extension 
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of our ride south-east on the Nufud’s margin. This spreads 
out here, sending broad tongues into the West Arabian 
plain; and it was over these outcrops that we first 
travelled, now among high dunes, then, a whole day long, 
across an up-land flat. We rode round weathered sand- 
stone ridges and across low depressions with dried-out rain- 
pools, until we struck the Nufud proper again. There we 
reached the southernmost point of our journey. Accord- 
ing to Faris, another day would take us to Teyma ; we 
were thus within fifty miles of that famous oasis. 

Up and down, up and down went our way, as if over 
the humps of a myriad crouching, giant camels. At times 
our beasts became nervous and had to be led; and we 
even had to slip off our sandals or shoes to make headway, 
and on oversteep slopes stamp down footholds or shovel 
out steps with our hands and feet. It was fortunate that 
we rode dhaluls accustomed from early days to the 
Nufud. Camels from the flint desert or the lava regions 
will, indeed, steadfastly refuse to set foot on the un- 
familiar sands. 

The cheeks of the dunes were saturated with sunshine, 
glowing a deeper red as the day declined. They gleamed 
as if they were covered with smooth crimson silk. Were 
these virgin dunes, never yet trodden by a human being, 
and which knew only the innocent little feet of the dainty 
gazelles ? 

In spring the north-western Nufud seems to abound in 
game. In its fastnesses breed ostriches, which later 
migrate with their young to the wide plains of the North, 
as well as gazelles and antelopes, the prey of the cruel 
panther. The Ibex, too, and the eagle from the nearby 
Jabal Tawil, where these animals are still found, will 
extend their spring excursions into the red waste. 

To return to our crawl over the dunes that afternoon. 
Something moving under some ghadas, far away, attracted 
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my attention. I halted my camel and focused my binocu- 
lars. A ravishing picture was revealed to me. A troop of 
snow-white Rim gazelles, with their dainty feet deep in 
the scarlet sand, were browsing the drooping branches in 
an atmosphere of silver and green. Looking more closely 
I discovered other groups of gazelles nearby. Some of the 
animals were dozing, others snuffling one another or 
butting each other with heads and horns. Mnahi, who 
had followed my example, pulled his rifle from the saddle- 
bag; but I begged him to forbear this once and spare 
these beautiful animals for my sake. Mnahi saw reason. 
He motioned to Faris and the others, and they turned off 
between two dunes into a hollow, while I lingered to 
enjoy the sight of the charming creatures. They quench 
their thirst only with the dew that gathers in the morning 
on the leaves and flowers, say the Bedouins. 

I was to have a still richer reward in that hour of silent 
watching. Some movement or suspicious noise must have 
roused the gazelles ; for there they were all up on their 
feet, in several groups, very white on the red sand, with 
ears alert and all gazing toward the West. Suddenly 
there came over a slope, with slow, long strides, a troop of 
eleven ostriches—three cocks and eight hens—magnifi- 
cent birds. An inquisitive gazelle-buck stole after 
them, but the ostriches dropped into a long trot and 
disappeared in the labyrinth of sand-dunes. 

As I rode in the wake of my comrades a fox crossed my 
path, and from some acacia-bushes rose many ravens. 
The sun was already setting and the dry air was rapidly 
cooling. Ahead of me the sand-waves, their crests glowing 
golden red, cast deep shadows towards the East. The face 
of the wilderness was wrapped in a violet veil. A won- 
drous silence rose from the Nufud. Brief dusk—then night, 
and a voice faintly borne to me by the wind. It was 
Faris, looking for me. I called back ; and side by side we 
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rode into a sheltered gully surrounded by high dunes, 
which made an excellent camel-paddock and an ideal 
camp-site. 

“Let us break our fast,” said Faris as he pulled the 
heavy saddle and the water-skin from the back of his 
dhalul. A fire of ghada sticks was soon lighted. In a few 
seconds this became very warm and burned without 
smoke and with an almost colourless flame. The men fed 
it with roots and sticks as thick as a man’s arm. Mean- 
while the bread-dough was being kneaded. As soon as 
there was a good heap of glowing ashes, the iron baking- 
sheet was placed over the fire. Together with the warm 
bread-cakes, the dates, honey, and hard camel-cheese 
tasted delicious. 

Faris posted sentinels on two commanding sand-hills 
One watch I had to take myself. 

A clear, still night enfolded the desert. The star- 
light was reflected by the sand-dunes. The air was violet, 
with a silvery sheen, It was entrancing. 

But the greatest wonder of all was the absolute stillness 
which held me entranced after I had drunk in all the 
beauties of the glimmering landscape and the glory of the 
sky, magically reflected in this unique sand-mirror. For 
hours I sat alone, wrapped in its mystery. 


CHAPTER X 


SANDSTORM 


‘ X TE had hardly left the Nufud, bound for the 
Jabal Tawil, about a hundred and fifty miles 
distant, when we rode into a gentle drizzle. 

A segment of a rainbow curved over the sand-dunes like 

a gleaming scimitar. Thunder rumbled from afar. 

“OQ Thou, Almighty!” exclaimed Faris. “ Blessed 
sound that promises us pasture!’ The clouds came 
lower. Their grey tails swept the dune-tops. Forked 
lightning flashed and thunder rolled majestically, shaking 
the air. A fine hail rustled down. And then the clouds 
burst. The sand sang under the lash of the rain ; the hair 
curled up on the drenched camels, and we riders dripped 
as though we had just been pulled out of water. But the 
deluge soon ended and a warm wind fanned us, drying 
man and beast. Soon the sun was out again—and by 
afternoon the deeper red of the dunes was the only sign 
that it had rained. 

Two days afterwards we had descended into the low- 
Jands, felt the wind more stifling and driving dense 
dust-clouds before it. 

‘We weathered the first day of it, though it blew with 
unremitting fierceness and perseverance. But on the next 
day it developed into a veritable sandstorm of such 
violence, that one could barely keep one’s seat in the saddle. 
I counselled beating back into the Nufud and there, in 
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some low-lying depression, waiting for the storm to blow 
itself out. In the red sand one is quite safe. Its specific 
gravity is considerably greater than that of white or 
yellow sand, and after sufficient winter-rain it is more or 
less covered with some vegetation. 

My comrades, however, were of the opinion that the 
strength of the storm was already broken, that it could 
not possibly last longer than two days. We therefore 
continued our ride, hoping to see on the morrow the sun 
shining again on a tranquil land. But the third day was a 
repetition of the second, a howling gale, clouds, whirling 
sand, and no visibility beyond ten paces. 

The heat would have been tolerable, but the air was so 
sultry that we dripped sweat from every pore. This could 
not evaporate in this muggy air, and to this discomfort 
was added the irritation from the driven dust. This was 
something new for me in Arabia. No matter how high the 
temperature, I had always found the air quite dry ; even 
in winter, after rain or a thunderstorm, it will remain 
light and refreshing. 

Half-suffocated by day, by night we were chilled to the 
bone by icy blasts that searched our moist bodies, and 
made them shake with ague. 

Our hands and faces were chapped. Even our tongues 
ached, though we had plenty of water. The fine, white 
sand penetrated everywhere—under the clothes, into 
nose, ears, and eyes, and covering the hair. The lips 
became parched ; the eyes, the throat, the palate hot 
with inflammation and pain; the breath came in pants ; 
the blood hammered heavily in the heart and in the 
temples. 

Our camels dragged themselves along only with the 
utmost effort, groaning and complaining. In one of 
the saddle-bags we carried one of our slaves, who had 
collapsed from exhaustion on the second day. 
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Faris had his fill of trouble with his young ostriches 
and their feeding. But in spite of the storm he contrived 
to forage for them and always produced something— 
caterpillars, beetles, fresh grass and shoots, a lizard, 
bustard eggs. Several times a day he would direct a few 
spurts of milk from his dhalul (which had calved, as I 
mentioned) into the gaping mouths of the chicks, But 
for all his pains, the storm cost him the life of one of 
them. 

On the third day of the storm, Faris fell ill. It was a 
sudden attack: first vomiting, followed by chills and 
fever, I kept constantly by his side, but he became 
alarmingly weak, until finally we had to arrange a saddle- 
bag as a litter to carry him. 

At night the storm abated somewhat, but there was no 
sign of a star. It was very dark and cold, and fine sand 
continued to blow. 

On the fourth day the storm took on fresh fury. The 
wind howled more fiercely than ever. Our lungs were 
choked with dust. Worn out by the constant buffeting and 
sleepless nights, with aching joints, dead-tired, at the end 
of our strength, we groped our way forward. Two camels 
dropped and had to be abandoned. Their riders and 
loads had to be distributed among the other exhausted 
animals. 

The worst of it was that Faris had become delirious. 
In the saddle-bag of another camel, Dhadan, the slave 
who had fallen sick two days before, lay in a stupor, 
looking more dead than alive. 

At last a vague something loomed through the driving 
sulphur-coloured sand-clouds; its outline grew less 
blurred and assumed a comforting solid shape. It was a 
rocky ridge, a harbour of refuge. Camels and horses 
crowded close against one another, while above us 
screamed the storm, driving before it the sand across the 
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top of the sheltering wall. Exhausted, men and beasts 
sank to the ground. 

Faris, lying on rugs, had fallen into a deep coma-like 
slumber. I tried to cool his burning forehead and dropped. 
a little water between his parched lips. After a couple 
of hours or so he woke looking better, and gave some 
signs of returning strength. Al) the others lay on their 
sheepskins like men struck down, sleeping the sleep of the 
dead. At length I, too, propped against Maha, was over- 
come by sleep. 

In the night I awoke, and my first thought was that I 
must be dreaming. A serene, starry sky looked down on 
a solitude sunk in deep calm. I threw off the warm fur- 
coat which had been my coverlet and got up to look after 
my patient. As I bent over Faris he opened his eyes 
and spoke to me. Thank Heaven, he was better and 
his brain quite clear again. Hunger and thirst were 
his worst complaints now, and I had everything at 
hand to satisfy his needs. When I had also ministered 
to Dhadan, who had likewise improved and was able 
to take some stimulant, I rolled myself up once more 
in my fur, and instantly dropped back into deep 
sleep. 

Daybreak found me half-awake and vaguely aware of it 
through eyes still closed, but to my annoyance Maha 
began to nozzle me persistently. As I had not the least 
desire to get up, I pushed her head away; but she con- 
tinued to prod me and to whimper softly but meaningly, 
until I had to open my eyes. They fell on a scene trans- 
formed. The camels were all ready and saddled ; Faris— 
I could hardly believe my eyes—was feeding his ostrich- 
chicks, Dhadan was watering the horses, and Mnahi was 
moving down the rows of camels, carrying his cloak 
formed into a sack and scattering from it the fresh shoots 
he had gathered for the dhaluls. By the “ coffee-fire ” 
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squatted Ralib, brewing the bitter essence the enticing 
aroma of which scented the air. 

And the sun, the wonderful sun, shone again on a world 
renewed ; the far distances clear in the limpid air, scoured 
by the four days’ storm. 


CHAPTER XI 


DAYS OF EASE 


stone walls of the Jabal Tawil—‘ the long- 

drawn-out Mountain.” From its foot it is only an 
eight hours’ ride by camel to the oasis of Jauf at the 
southern end of the Wadi Sirhan. We shaped our course 
towards the middle of the slope, passing over steep spurs 
hemmed in by black rocks. Among the deep clefts of the 
ancient range Faris knew how to pick out the one that 
gives access to the Mustanda pass, over which we could 
descend into the plain beyond. There we found a small 
Ruala camp where we were received with open arms, and 
where we decided to linger for a whole week, to rest and 
pasture our dhaluls. 

It was in this week that Faris secured the silver ankle- 
tings that he had promised to his betrothed. He rode to 
Jauf and there bartered one of his young ostriches for 
the trinkets. 

For me it was a memorable week of meditation and 
teflection, with no lack of new impressions. With Mnahi 
I roamed the fastnesses of the Tawil ; I, just for the mere 
enjoyment of being there ; he, on the look-out for game. 
He shot a number of ibex, among them some magnificent 
specimens. But despite the presence of these wild-goats, 
the range is oppressively desolate, its predominant tint 
dark, even blackish, and the outcrop of red and slate-blue 
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O= next objective lay before us—the dark sand- 
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rocks seemed to deepen rather than to relieve its sombre- 
ness. 

One morning I let Mnahi go on his shooting alone and 
instead attached myself to a herder. The camels in his 
charge were grazing a good way off and he came to camp 
only once every three days. 

It was a stony tract, and all day long the camels roamed 
to and fro in search of feed among the boulders, which were 
sometimes as high as one’s head. About noon we collected 
the herd and led it into the shade of some loftier rocks. 
There the herder and I stretched ourselves full length on 
the ground, and in lazy contentment, half asleep, we 
passed the warmest hours. But when the sky was clouded 
over, we had to keep on the move to avoid getting chilly, 
halting only shortly before the sun went down to draw 
milk for our supper into a wooden bowl. 

The plants among the rocks were in bloom, with 
fragrant white, violet, and red flowers. Some of them 
imparted to the milk of our camels a peculiar but very 
delightful flavour, reminiscent of sweet sage or camomile 
or some aromatic herb. It had not the bitter taste of the 
milk produced in some regions, nor the watery, salty 
“ variety” of the Wadi Sirhan. Even the camel-thorn 
bursts into bloom here at the base of the Jabal Tawil, and 
the stunted acacias shed a sweet fragrance. At times our 
small herd was powdered all over with pollen of a blue 
and yellow tint. 

My herder companion was a bright, merry lad. In- 
stead of sitting on his camel in normal fashion, he had the 
knack of sprawling for hours on end behind its hump, 
hanging on like a leech. I tried to imitate him, but it took 
me more than two days to learn the knack of it—how to 
anchor your knees in the camel’s hip-bones and then by 
sprawling forward and using the woolly hump of the beast 
as a cushion for your stomach, to ride in amazing comfort. 
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We guided the animals with our camel-sticks, tapping 
them lightly, now on one shoulder, now on the other. 
Thus we drifted slowly along, side by side, the animals 
feeding as they went and halting only occasionally ; but 
we had to keep an ever-watchful eye on our troop of 
camels, which were always up to some trick or other. 

In those three days I learnt much. I learnt to appreciate 
in all their significance the noises peculiar to a camel ; to 
realise that in the loud diapason of its stomach rumblings 
and in the gurglings of its throat there lies a meaning 
too deep for words. Even its full-throated belching is an 
expression of its lordly thoughts. I learnt how to deal 
with the sharp thorns that pierce through leather foot- 
wear, and how to treat the sting of a bee which caused the 
camel’s lip to swell to an enormous size. My companion 
also taught me how to plug the udder of a mother-camel, 
to prevent dripping and the consequent loss of precious 
milk, and how the baby-camel could be prevented from 
“drinking out of hours” from the mother’s udder by 
means of a wooden peg, fastened to its nose. I learnt to 
tell from the tracks on the hard gravel soil whether the 
camels which had passed were saddle or pack animals, 
and I was taught the lore of age, sex, breed and many 
other mysteries. 

I listened with bated breath as my companion explained 
to me that a blue bead tied to the hairy withers of a camel 
was a most effective charm against the evil eye. I was 
told of the great ticks, as large as stag-beetles, found in 
the camel’s pelt, and of the lovely blue-black crows which 
hop about undisturbed on its back, helping themselves 
with prying beaks to these ticks and other parasites, 
which lie snugly in the thick, matted hair. 

The delight of watching the little baby camels made 
my three days of wandering worth while. What quaint, 
lovable creatures they are! How they enjoy licking and 
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smelling each other! They sprawl awkwardly on their 
over-long legs in groups of five or six, and rub their long, 
slim necks against some strange mother, making her 
happy in the delusion that she has brought into the 
world such a large brood of dear, ridiculous creatures. 

‘When the warm rain fell on the coats of the camels, 
large or small, they developed “‘ marcel” waves, curls, 
and fringes, which would have delighted a fashionable 
ladies’ coiffeur. 

And when we sat down before a fire with our backs to 
the rocks and my companion chattered away telling me 
story after story, it was amusing to see how the camels 
would press close up, and listen intently as if they under- 
stood him. True, now and again, they would interrupt the 
story with a hearty belch and go on placidly chewing the 
cud of flowery herbage and thistle-fodder, to the accom- 
paniment of a loud and discordant grinding of teeth. But 
that is the way of camels. 

Every morning I awoke to see the sun rising or just 
risen through a perfect forest of legs, for all the world like 
stilts, or under an archway of long necks. 


CHAPTER XII 


CAMELS, WOMEN, CHILDREN-—AND LOCUSTS 


H, these camels! They stamp, and trample; 
O they buck, they quarrel, they weep and take 

fright—yes ! and they laugh ; they are helpless, 
but ever and anon rebellious. They will run like a 
machine for hours, and all at once stop or refuse to budge. 
Only with a rider in the saddle are they erect, proud 
animals, self-assured, noble, moving with elastic strides. 
With a dull herdsman seated on its hump, a camel too 
becomes dull, lazy and—gluttonous. 

The camel is not merely a creature to ride. The nomad 
makes use of it in many other ways. He cooks its wiry 
sinews and leathery muscles and eats them, though, even 
after boiling, the flesh is so tough that one’s teeth are 
either blunted or loosened in the effort to chew it. The 
Arab drinks the camel's milk, and often in times of stress 
he will drink the turbid, sour fluid secreted in the creature’s 
stomach. On cold mornings the people warm their hands 
in the camel’s urine and even wash their hair with it. 
It works deadly destruction on the parasites! The wool 
of the camel is collected and woven into material for 
herdsmen’s coats and for the garments of the women 
and children. The poor animals are loaded with in- 
credible burdens; their dung provides fuel for fires 
and their hides are cut up for water-bags, belts, and 
sandals. 

86 


CAMELS, WOMEN, CHILDREN 87 


In the grey of one morning I noticed a woman moving 
amongst the resting animals. » Whenever she saw a 
female camel get up, she would hurry and catch the urine, . 
for which she was waiting, in a bowl she carried for the 
purpose... The camel’s urine smells sweetly of herbs and 
aromatic plants it must be remembered. Returning to her 
tent, one side of which was open, I saw her gather the loose 
tresses of her little daughter’s hair in her hand and dip 
them into this much-prized hair-wash. She then combed, 
parted and braided the damp black hair into the usual 
love-locks. Again I saw her return to the camels; but 
suddenly she sat down. A moment later she rose again, 
threw away her bowl, and hurried back to her tent, but 
collapsed before she had gone far. I sprang up and ran 
towards her. 

She said never a word as I tried to help her to her feet ; 
she only withdrew her arms from my hold and cowered on 
the ground. Then I noticed that she was in labour. 
As there was no adult within hearing, I called to the 
woman’s little girls to bring bedding and sheepskins. 
‘With these I made a couch for her right among the camels, 
sent the children back to the tent, and planted myself as 
a screen to the woman with a sheepskin held over her. 
Thus she gave birth to her first son. 

Presently her husband arrived and two slaves of 
Faris’s. The father picked up the newly-born babe, and 
the three men ran to a camel, kicked it in the hip to make 
it rise, and with their right hands continued to massage the 
beast’s right flank until it let urine. With this they 
bathed the squealing, downy infant all over, baptizing 
him with this herb-scented water of the beast of the 
desert into the sacred fellowship of the wilderness. 

I was still thinking how unexpectedly this incident had 
come to pass, when I was startled by heavy pattering on 
the tent-roof and on the sand outside. Everywhere, on 
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tents and on the backs of the camels, it was raining big, 
fat, reddish locusts ! 

The new baby-boy’s mother was just then squatting in 
her smoke-filled tent engaged with the assistance of her 
women friends, in swathing his little body in a plaster 
of dried camel-dung and old rags—a measure considered 
indispensable among the Bedouins for the protection of 
newly-born children. But, all-important as this ceremony 
was, all the women except the mother rushed away pell- 
mell, to help their men-folk and children to harvest the 
locusts. 

These kept coming up in swarms—nay, in cloud piled 

on cloud. While myriads whirred past and on with a 
loud noise, a host of them broke flight and settled. 
Wherever one looked, the ground was thick with them, 
covered as it were with a crawling red carpet. Grass, 
herbage, bushes melted away under the devouring mass 
of insects, And the whole camp was out gathering them 
in. 
Soon locusts were roasting at every fire, men, women, 
and children squatting in a circle. They picked up the 
insects by their gauzy wings, plucked off the legs, 
dipped the roasted ‘‘ husks ’’ in salt, and ate them, skin 
and all. 

Boiled, I did not like locusts; they had the taste of 
particularly insipid cabbage or some such vegetable. 
Roasted I found them more palatable: crisp outside, 
and inside something like tender spinach. In neither case 
did they taste at all like meat. They are clean animals 
and as food not at all unpleasant, but one soon gets very 
tired of them when one has to eat nothing else day after 
day. 

All round the camp and all day long smoke-screens were 
kept going into which women and children drove the 
locusts. Next moming mountains of these insects lay 
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drying in the sun, and when we left this camp-site a few 
days later, there was not an empty sack or saddle-bag, 
and our camels carried gigantic loads of the dried insects. 
Men and women, dogs and camels, fed on them—but 
only for a few days; after that they turned one’s 
stomach. But what was left was carefully preserved 
for other and leaner times, for when the locusts swarm 
in vast numbers one can safely predict drought and 
famine. 

As we followed in the wake of these marauders we found 
the land stripped bare; every bit of herbage had dis- 
appeared under their greedy maws. But I came to realize 
that the “ plague of locusts ” is not so utterly devastating 
in the desert as it is to the tillers of the soil in Trans- 
jordania, Palestine, and Egypt. Here both for men and 
other creatures it is a blessing. Buzzards, ravens, bustards 
and other desert game-birds fattened on the locusts, and 
flocks of storks trailed after the red clouds. Even to the 
human desert-dwellers they may be most useful, Faris told 
me that tens of thousands of Bedouins had to subsist for 
weeks on locusts alone and that at times their camels 
and horses too can have no other fodder. During four 
days’ march northward—forty-five to fifty miles from our 
last camp by the Jabal Tawil—we found all the pasture 
gone, consumed to the last blade by the locusts. It was 
only in the plain of Biyaz that we found a depression 
which was untouched and with plenty of forage. There 
we made camp under the shelter of a wadi. 

The women and slaves unloaded the camels and at once 
proceeded to put up the tents. The tent-cloth is spread on 
the ground, looking like a long black hairy hide; the 
lines are drawn east-and west, tent-pegs driven home 
with wooden mallets, and the long tent-poles, properly 
spaced, are inserted under the roof-strip. Then, by dint 
of lifting and pushing, up goes the structure; first one 
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pole in place, then the next and so on until the whole 
goat-hair ‘‘ house” rests securely on its supports. Row 
after row of tents rose, casting long shadows as the last 
sun-rays gleamed on their peaked roofs. 

I bought 2 weakly camel from my fellow-travellers, had 
it slaughtered and the meat distributed to all and sundry. 
The flesh-pots of Ishmaél were soon steaming and the 
savour of them attracted a horde of hungry dogs. One of 
the tribesmen was to play host to myself, Faris, and a 
number of others. Out of the dark his troop of camels 
stole up silently, showing suddenly in the light of the 
fire as if they had come from nowhere, and lay down 
before his tent. It was comfortable and homely there by 
the fire, in the wide circle of men and beasts. 

Our cook had transferred a turbid, muddy mess of old 
coffee-grounds and water from a goatskin bag to a pot 
with a long spout, which he put on the hearth. Now the 
black bitter brew foamed up again, and after it had been 
properly skimmed, the cook poured a part into the smallest 
jug available and from this served his coffee a few drops 
at a time, a single stoneware cup making the round of 
the company. The mound of camel-dung heaped by the 
women was glowing red, and everyone was on the tip-toe 
of expectation when Faris rose and went over to the 
women’s side of the tent. A cheerful bustling sounded 
from it—supper ought to be about ready; and sure 
enough, there appeared a woman and a slave carrying 
between them a huge platter piled high with meat, which 
they set down on the threshold. Faris shouted into 
the night, to call all stragglers who might be in the 
vicinity. 

We grouped ourselves round this mountain of flesh. I 
saw in the flickering light wild-looking, hungry men 
squatting opposite me, with black plaits of hair showing 
under their white and red head-cloths, the tips of which 


CAMELS, WOMEN, CHILDREN gr 


were flung over the shoulders. They fell to with their 
fingers, tore the meat from the bones and devoured it 
in great gulps. Our host flung tit-bits to me across the 
platter. It was embellished with the camel’s head split 
open, but without the brains. Only the women will eat 
them, for they are supposed to make men faint-hearted. 
The hearts of bustard and other fowl are also disdained by 
these gallant lords of the desert. 

We lingered four days in this depression as we had 
enough food and fuel. The camels scattered grazing in the 
surrounding country. The women, too, were busily 
employed hoeing up the roots of the smal] shrubs and 
gathering their twigs, which they carried to camp on their 
backs in large bundles. Many of the women had splendid 
figures, and they walked straight, with swaying hips, 
even under the heavy loads they carried. The long trains 
of their blue gowns trailed behind them on the sand, but 
the front was gathered high enough—but only just high 
enough—about a hand’s breadth, to give them freedom in 
walking. 

Eleven days of leisurely travelling brought us next to 
el-Khor, low-lying country pitted with rain-pools, south 
of the Jabal Enaza, There Faris and I parted from our 
fellow-travellers and rode westward to the boundary of 
the Hamad (gravel steppe) and the Harra (flint desert), 
making for a wad? in the neighbourhood of the Jabal Umm 
Wual. Darkness fell upon us in the lowlands, but on the 
higher levels of the Harra enough daylight lingered for us 
to see ahead. I pulled up Maha, for a fairy scene was 
spread out before me—the encampment of the Ruala at 
evening. 

After seeing nothing but the empty wilderness, day 
after day and weeks on end—nothing but the sky and 
solitude, there suddenly appeared to us a city of tents! 
Smoke rose from thousands of black dwellings, and in 
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between, large camel-herds, hundreds of them, were 
wending their way home. 

At last we were at home again. Seven hundred and 
fifty miles in the saddle lay behind us, through the virgin 
desert of the Hamad and the Nufud ; and I had brought 
back a priceless store of unforgettable memories. 


CHAPTER XIII 


TUEMA 


lying on a hillock, idly watching his father’s roaming 

herds. He spoke of his sweetheart with emotion and 
somewhat quaintly : ‘“ She who approaches in the camel 
litter ’’—-‘ she who is hidden behind the veils of the riding- 
tent ’'—" the guarded one "—“ the strong dhalul shall 
carry her through the deep shadowy valley until the rising 
sun reddens her cheeks with its radiance-——” 

Faris was a poet, and in love. 

A Bedouin maiden came riding by on a camel, driving 
another camel with its calf before her. 

“ Mawia!”’ cried Faris. It was a friend of Tuéma. She 
slid from her dhalul and spoke to the animals, which 
obediently stopped and waited. 

‘Where is my sister? ”’ Faris asked. 

She smiled and answered: “ Tuéma hath awaited thy 
home-coming day by day.” 

Faris stood up and going close to the girl : “‘ When thou 
meetest her,” said he, “ bid her remember those nights 
when she and I met in secret. Tell my beloved that I long 
to walk with her in the sand-dunes. The trail of her gown 
will obliterate our footsteps, and none shall know where 
we abide.” 

“ Faris |” the girl protested. 

“Tell her the blade of my dagger reminds me that I 
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shall never be at peace until the slender blossom bends 
before the storm of my love,” he said. 


A few hours Jater Tuéma came. Her friend had given 
her the good news of her lover’s return. 

She appeared over the brow of a hill. Then she drew 
rein and leapt from her sorrel, drawing the halter between 
its forelegs and tying it over the left hock ; thus the mare 
was free to graze, but could not run away. 

Tuéma walked toward us with the grace of a fawn 
and we went to meet her. She put her arms around Faris’s 
neck and said tenderly: ‘‘O thou my life.” And he 
replied : ‘‘ O thou my faith.” Then we sat down together 
on the hill-top. 

Tuéma cast her eyes about and asked with a mis- 
chievous laugh: “Where is my bunch of wild flowers ? 
My big beautiful bouquet ?” 

“Thy bunch of flowers ?” 

“Yes, and the silver anklets ?” 

Faris put on an air of importance and jingled the 
trinkets which he had in his pocket. Tuéma then gave 
him a look of surprise and jumping up, reached for the 
hand which he had thrust into his pocket, but with the 
other he held her arm fast and said: ‘‘ Thou must shut 
thy eyes and not open them until I have kissed them.” 

She did as he bade her. Then he drew from his pocket 
the silver bangles which he had procured in Jauf and 
slipped them on Tuéma’s ankles. She begged and begged 
to be allowed at least one look at the gift. “ Not yet,” 
cried Faris ; ‘‘ first I must deck thee with the flowers of 
the desert, the imperishable ones.” 

One by one the enamoured youth unloosed the ends of 
the girls glossy, black braids and twined into them 
fourteen magnificent white ostrich plumes, each a foot 
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jong. When he had done this, he drew the long tresses 
forward over her shoulders and gathered them into one 
hand, so that the shivering plumes formed a bouquet, 
and kissed her eyelashes. ‘‘ Here, my sister,’’ he said, 
“is the bouquet I promised thee, of everlasting flowers.” 

She opened her eyes and gazed with wonder on her 
lover’s gift. Then she buried her face in the plumes and 
twined her arm about him. 

Faris leaned his head on her shoulder, and placing his 
hand over her heart, said : “ It jumps like a wild rabbit.” 

“Tt will become quite tame in thy hand,” she mur- 
mured. 

“Hast thou never before permitted a young man to 
put his hand on thy heart ?” he asked. 

Tuéma flushed. “ No, never ; only thee.” 


CHAPTER XIV 


THE HUNGER MARCH 


MIR FUAZ, who had gone to Damascus some 
A time before, was to rejoin his migrating tribe 
when it had reached the Wudian district of 
Rueyshdat. That would be before the end of the week. 
I took advantage of the brief interval to make an excur- 
sion into the Harra with Faris and a few of his followers. 
I liked it no better than did our camels, though they were 
fresh saddle-animals. 

The Harra is a long stony desert running south-east 
from the Jabal Druz (or Hauran) and borders on the great 
Arabian desert-plateau. Volcanic mountains overlook it 
on the north-west. It is intersected with a network of 
ancient camel trails, for in the Harra the routes of both 
the western and eastern Bedouin tribes cross. The region, 
up to the Jabal Enaza, has the reputation of being the 
coldest in North Arabia. It has a mean elevation of about 
three thousand feet, and for months in the year is exposed 
to chill north-east gales and cold snaps, when the ther- 
mometer will drop to six degrees below zero Celsius 
(10°8 below freezing-point Fahrenheit). 

This year, indeed, the spring was a mild one throughout 
the region. But the monotonous undulating stony sur- 
face showed a touch of meagre vegetation only near rain- 
pools in low-lying places. Elsewhere it was all gleaming 
flat flints, polished pebbles and porous pumice. Rust- 
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coloured, bluish-grey, blackish and speckled splinters 
covered the floor of the Harra as with a coat of scales, 
one or two layers deep. If youraked them away, you found 
undermeath yellowish and reddish sand intermingled with 
flints. Under the glare of the sun the ground glittered 
unbearably, so that one could not look at it long without 
causing the eyes to smart. There was a steady crunching 
and clattering as we rode over the stony field, which made 
very difficult going for our camels, The leathery hoof- 
pads slipped on the polished stones and they often lost 
their footing. This unfriendly desert did not please me at 
all. I must admit, however, that the air was pure and 
bracing. 

When we reached Rueyshdat on the day agreed, Fuaz 
was already there, back from Damascus ; and there also 
was gathered most of his tribe, for the region of Rueyshdat 
seemed to be the only one in Northern Arabia where 
enough rain-water could be found this spring. 

Here the Ruala were watering their camels probably 
for the last time before they reached the wells of Abu 
Rijmeyn, two hundred and sixty miles away. A forced 
march—a gamble with life and death as the stakes— 
confronted the whole of the Ruala tribe. They could not 
go back, neither into the Wadi Sirhan nor into the Jauf 
Basin. They must go forward, right through enemy 
territory, under the threat of skirmishes, perhaps real war, 
with hostile Bedouin tribes. But far more dangerous 
appeared to the Ruala the contest with Nature. Scanty 
pasture still clothed the stony uplands and hills; the 
stems of the tiny plants still held a sprinkling of sap, so 
that the camels could still find a little nourishment and 
moisture. Perhaps also God the Merciful would show 
indulgence to the Ruala and on their march into the 
North send them the longed-for rains. There had been no 
rain for weeks, except only in the region of Rueyshdat, 
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where it had rained almost in torrents. The broad 
depressions were still full of water and smaller pools and 
puddles were dotted all over the district. 

At last came the time for the start. The whole desert 
basin was alive and thronging with herds moving in one 
great heaving mass. There arose the confused din of 
more than three hundred thousand animals which for 
miles round spread a penetrating musk-like smell. 

Apart, on the flanks of the main mass, were the pack- 
camels, laden with tents, equipment, provisions, and so 
forth, under the guard of their drivers, Hundreds of 
lofty travelling-litters loomed up among them—the 
kethabs of the Sheykhs and wealthy tribesmen, tall 
“ riding-tents” with widely curved horns, balanced on 
the backs of the long-legged beasts. Their interiors are 
adorned with costly silk and cashmere stuffs ; the seats 
and backs are lined with rugs and padded with soft 
cushions. Like the wings of giant butterflies the spreading 
sides of these tall and airy structures dipped above the 
tossing sea of animals. 

Unceasingly, the stream of camels welled up from the 
basin to unite in an immense tidal wave more than five 
miles wide. The great columns of the camel trains began 
to take shape. With tireless energy, in all this heat, dust 
and noise, riders on sweating horses galloped from side to 
side, directing the herders where to fall in with their charges, 
mother camels and baby camels. The air resounded 
with the roaring, braying and squealing of the camels, 
the neighings of horses, the calls and curses of the herders, 
the shrieking of women and the whining of children. 
Scattered here and there among the ever-widening lines 
of advancing camels rode armed men, convoying their 
families. Thus out of apparent chaos arose the disciplined 
order of a general tribal migration, pushing forward into 
the uncertain wilderness. 
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As Amir Fuaz rode forward with me past the marching 
columns, we were greeted from all sides. Tribesmen 
trotted across to cry hail and good-fortune to their war- 
lord. Slaves dismounted and kissed his feet or pressed 
their faces against them with a blessing. Women and girls 
shouted shrilly their “‘ Zaraghrit ! ” or cried ecstatically : 
“* Allah strengthen thee ! Go thou before the countenance 
of our Lord! Ya el-’Adi—O dispenser of bounty. Long 
life to thee, our Prince | God grant thy wishes!” 


CHAPTER XV 
FAMINE AND WAR 


\ARFA, the sister of Amir Fuaz, who had married 
Mijhem ibn Meheyd, the Chief of the Fid’an, 
died suddenly. Thereupon, what must the fifty- 

five-year-old widower do but forthwith sue for the hand 
of another sister of the Ruala Prince, Fuwasa, who was 
seventeen. Fuaz refused, and declared publicly, before 
the men in assembly, that he considered Ibn Meheyd too 
old for his young sister. Thereupon the vain Fid’an Chief 
flew into a towering rage and swore that he would take 
vengeance, not only on his brother-in-law, Amir Fuaz, 
but also on the whole Ruala tribe, and the Sha’lan family 
in particular. All this ultimately came to pass. 

During the last few months Ibn Meheyd had matured 
his plans for revenge. He had stirred up the neighbouring 
tribes of the Fid’an into joining him in war on the Ruala. 
It seemed as if the famine, threatened by the failure of 
tain in the Hamad and other grazing regions, would now 
become an additional formidable ally of Amir Fuaz’s 
foes. Thirty-five thousand Ruala with seven thousand 
tents and about three hundred and fifty thousand camels 
would be forced to invade the grazing territory of enemies, 
unless sufficient rain fell in the Hamad within the next 
few days. 

As yet, life ran its familiar round. But over all hovered 
the spectres of thirst, hunger, and death. 
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The Ruala did not fear war. Were they not strong and 
undefeated for one hundred and thirty-seven years? As 
yet they had no suspicion of Ibn Meheyd’s activities, 
but he had, to all intents and purposes, united eight other 
tribes with his Fid’an. They only lacked a suitable 
pretext. Nature however helped them meanwhile by 
wearing out the powerful and high-spirited Ruala. 

Hot winds swept over the Hamad and the Syrian 
steppe—but never a drop of rain. Unusual heat brooded 
over North Arabia so that everything withered. The 
Ruala pushed onwards faster and faster and lengthened 
the days’ marches. From one horizon to the other the 
vast herds covered the wilderness. It was almost as if 
the herders had lost all control over the starving and 
thirsty animals. Every morning, like clouds of locusts, 
the camels overflowed the desert on a front of fifteen to 
over twenty miles. Small, shrivelled herbs were their 
only nourishment and the small amount of moisture in 
the plants was all that saved them from dying of thirst. 

There was something gigantic and exalting in this un- 
exampled struggle of man and beast for very existence 
against the pitiless forces of Nature. Those who were un- 
equal to the struggle quietly succumbed. The countless 
herds moved slowly over the boundless plains which here 
and there still showed faint touches of forage, more grey 
than green. To my amazement I discovered that the fat, 
brick-red hairy caterpillars which, in spite of the drought, 
were to be found on every stalk and flower, not only 
helped to nourish hundreds of thousands of desert fowl, 
bustards, and gazelles, but also our camels and horses. 
Troops of gazelles were in flight from death in the wilder- 
ness, striving with a last effort to reach the distant 
Euphrates. It was as if a tremendous fire was sweeping 
up from the heart of Arabia, and man and beast were 
in headlong flight to escape from its consuming breath. 


102 THE BLACK TENTS OF ARABIA 


The eternal law of Nature was being fulfilled ; death to 
the weak, the maimed, and the forsaken. The strong 
trampled over the weak, gaining from their victims fresh 
strength and endurance to push on. Though famine 
ravaged the land, the slaves in the camp of the nomad 
Chieftain saw to it that the guests of their master lacked 
nothing. Every day for breakfast I was served a dish 
very like our scrambled eggs, made of several tiny eggs of 
the sand grouse. It had a particular gamey tang, and so 
has a similar dish made of the much larger bustard-eggs. 
Fresh truffles were roasted in the embers of weeds and 
camel-dung, their rinds splitting in the heat. Every 
morning I found beside my bowl of milk a basin of wild 
honey with thick dabs of sheeps’-milk butter floating in 
it. As I was eating, I watched the slave baking bread. 
He poured a porridge-like mixture of wheat-flour, 
crushed seeds and herbs on to a hot convex iron plate, 
resting on three stones over the fire. The batter first 
spread out on this grid, and then wrinkled up under the 
heat and formed large girdle cakes, brown and thick 
which, one by one, the negro peeled off and threw into 
our laps. We tore off strips from these wafer-like, 
charcoal flakes, crisp at the edges, rolled them around our 
fingers, and with these morsels fished the butter out of 
the honey. We strangers and guests certainly did not 
suffer want. Most of the Ruala, on the contrary, and 
even the chieftains, actually went hungry. 

It was touching to see a tribesman, himself half- 
starved, bring to his Sheykh’s tent a hare or a gazelle, or 
other game, as an offering for the sustenance of his 
chieftain’s guests. Even children and women came by 
every day and from a clothes-bundle laid down a handful 
of truffies or a wild pigeon. Oncea boy brought mea large, 
fat lizard which he had killed with a stone, and later a 
rock-badger and a yellow-headed vulture. The boy asked 
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if, in such time of famine, he might presume to offer me 
such animals for food. 


. . and so it was when Israel had sown, that 
the Midianites came up, and the Amalekites and the 
children of the East, even they came up against them, 
and they encamped against them and destroyed the 
increase of the earth . . . for they came up with their 
cattle and their tents, and they came as grasshoppers for 
multitude ; for both they and their camels were without 
numbers . . . (JUDGES, 6, 3-5). 


With gnawing stomachs and with drooping spirits, the 
Ruala followed their dying herds. Ever farther north- 
wards they pressed on, close to the enemies’ territory. 
Every day hundreds of camels and also many people fell 
by the wayside, while the survivors strained all the more 
desperately to reach the hills of Abu Rijmeyn. The 
weaker remained where they fell. The moment a camel, 
at the end of its strength, commenced to stagger and 
threatened to fall, riders in the neighbourhood leapt from 
their mounts and, dashing up to the poor creature, put 
it out of its misery. Meanwhile the others marched on 
unconcerned without a check. The man remaining be- 
hind would cut up the camel in a few minutes, then hurry 
on to catch up the tribe, leaving only the entrails, the 
head and legs on the trampled ground. 

The losses in the camel herds increased day by day. 
From some hundreds a day they had risen to sinister 
figures. According to Fuaz, two thousand camels 
died or had to be killed daily. 

Onward, ever onward ; though hostile tribes made some 
attempt to stem this tide of hungry men and beasts, and 
the Saba and the Fid’an drove off a few of the smaller 
herds, the main body of the Ruala was as yet safe from 
attack. But isolated skirmishes and small raids grew in 
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number, the farther the Ruala drew away from the inde- 
pendent domain of Ibn Sa’id, and passing through Trans- 
jordania, penetrated into Syria. There indeed the situation 
threatened to become serious. French aeroplanes droned 
over the restless sea of men and beasts, but so far only 
scouting planes were out, seeking to ascertain the strength 
of the invading Ruala host. 

The “ Fransawi”’ could not, without some protest, 
permit a whole nation of warlike Bedouins to roam so 
far beyond its own ground and invade Syria. The settlers 
in the French mandated territory were already shaking 
for fear of war among the Bedouin tribes, and were making 
preparations for the defence of their villages and fields. 
The Druses, on the contrary, warlike people of the 
Hauran mountains, were perhaps rejoicing in anticipation 
of a new turmoil in Syria, from which they might hope to 
gain more than they had from the last. In that quarrel 
the Ruala, hereditary enemies of the Druses, did not 
take sides against the French. The French authorities 
immediately realized the danger, and promptly gave orders 
that the ancient caravan-route from Damascus to Tudmur 
(Palmyra) and Deyr-ez-Zor (which passes south of the 
hills of the Abu Rijmeyn and branches off near Tudmur 
towards Baghdad) was to form the most northerly 
boundary beyond which the Ruala may not seek pasture. 
None must cross this line if armed or mounted. 

Now the foes of the Ruala could triumph ! 

The Saba, the Muwali, Hadediyyin and all the others 
had the law of the land and the power of the French 
Government on their side—and they were confederates 
of Ibn Meheyd ! What did they care for the misery of the 
Ruala? They only saw at hand a long-desired oppor- 
tunity to fall upon and destroy this hated, Ruala nation 
and take possession of their vast herds. 

It was a day in April when our distress seemed to have 


FAMINE AND WAR 105 


reached the last extremity beyond which endurance could 
not go—when death stared every man and animal in 
the face—that I entered the tent of Faris, which was 
pitched on a hillock a little apart. The tent was empty. 
The mother and sister of the young man were probably 
searching for truffies, roots and dry herbs for fuel. As I 
flung myself down by the glowing ashes inside the tent, 
I heard the voice of Faris ibn Naif behind the tent. It 
was loud and excited, which was an unusual thing for 
him, for the calm and self-control of my friend had always 
been exemplary. He was neither a Philistine, nor a bigot, 
but a man of a moral purity such as I never found sur- 
passed even among the Bedouins. I wondered, therefore, 
that I should now hear Faris so excitedly wrangling with 
someone. But when I stepped round the tent and saw 
him, I was undeceived. He stood with clenched fists, 
his face raised to the sky, in an attitude of supplication. 
He obviously believed himself secure from human obser- 
vation, and it was obvious also that he conversed with no 
human being. 

He spoke to God, and his prayer was an expression of 
the anguish of his soul. 

“Thou art merciful,” I heard him cry, ‘‘ Thou seest 
that our suffering and our dying have become cruel. We 
are starving to death. The helpless have no hope except 
in Thee... .” 

Faris was a Muslim in name only. He cried out like 
a child to his Father. He implored—and raged in turn. 
He stamped his feet and clenched his fists in impotent 
fury. He bowed his head in humility—he raised his eyes 
in anger, but he also wept bitterly. He stretched out his 
empty hands, crying : ‘‘O Lord, the people perish, men 
and beasts starve, give pasture—give water—give bread 
—ive peace... .” 

Withont letting him see me, I slipped back to his tent. 
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I sat down by the hearth and poked with the fire-irons 
in the glowing dung, and held out my hands over it. 
Involuntarily I folded them and thought of the child-like 
faith of Faris, and I too begged God for aid. “‘ Thou 
must help—the need is great; the herds are starving 
and the nation is dying.” 

When I raised my eyes, Faris stood before me. ‘‘ Thou 
art sad, my Brother ?” he asked affectionately. 

T rose and grasped his proferred hand. ‘‘ No,” I said. 
“No longer sad, for Allah will no longer shut us out from 
the blessings of His Heaven.” 

At this moment we saw Amir Fuaz with his mounted 
bodyguard ride past. They saw us also and came over 
and sat down in the tent. 

In the course of the conversation, Faris said to the 
young Amir: ‘ Let Aziz and me travel to thy enemies 
and treat with them. If they give in and share their 
pastureland with us, the French will then make no objec- 
tions.” 

With some anger the young Amir fixed his eyes on Faris 
and cried : “‘ We shall act, but no longer treat with them. 
We shall take what we want of our enemy's pasturage. 
Without forage there can be no camels, and without camels 
no life for us. Hast thou not perceived that?” 

“T understand,” said Faris in his gentle way. “ Is it 
then no longer a custom with us that one may beg his 
life, even of the enemy, when compelled by need? Truly 
the path of peace is shorter than the long road on which 
lurks destruction.” 

Fuaz did not answer—and all the others in the tent 
held their peace. Suddenly, however, the young Prince 
got up, strode over to the slave who was watering his 
mare, mounted, and rode away. 


CHAPTER XVI 


A NEW LEASE OF LIFE 


NEW development brought a glint of hope that 
extreme measures might be avoided. A message 


arrived from the Commandant at Rutbah, in 
British territory, Muhammed Yassin Bey, inviting Amir 
Fuaz to a conference in that town; he, Yassin Bey, was 
ready to treat with the Head of the Ruala concerning 
their admission to pastures and wells in Iraq. 

Fuaz decided to accept the invitation. If he could 
reach an agreement with Yassin Bey, and this was 
approved by the British authorities—who otherwise must 
disavow their own official—it would mean that the whole 
tribe could pass the summer securely near the Euphrates. 
So he would go to Rutbah. It would be a last attempt to 
save his people from its desperate plight by peaceable 
means. 

Further news, however, clouded this prospect. An 
emissary, actually a spy, of the Ruala returned to our 
camp with the intelligence that Yassin Bey meant 
treachery, that his invitation was a trap ; once in Rutbah, 
Amir Fuaz would be taken prisoner or quietly assassinated. 
This account was confirmed by a letter from a devoted 
confidant of the Ruala in Rutbah, who was a soldier in 
the Camel Corps there. He claimed to possess knowledge 
of secret instructions issued by the Commandant, and his 
statements generally squared with the spy’s. I could 
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not, however, quite believe it. That Yassin Bey, con- 
sidering his position, should contemplate such action 
seemed to me on the face of it unlikely, and the show of 
evidence was not good enough; it was too much like 
rumour. 

The matter was discussed at length in council. The 
Amir’s half-brother, Mijhem, expressed his conviction 
that there was grave danger of a trap, and urged the 
utmost wariness. His plan was that Fuaz should set out 
with a single chosen attendant skilled in spying, and stop 
a safe distance this side of Rutbah. There Fuaz should 
keep in hiding while his companion made his way unob- 
trusively into the fortress in order to ascertain the truth 
of the situation. My advice was different. I suggested 
to Fuaz that he should leave Rutbah severely alone and 
go right on to Baghdad, to negotiate with the British 
high authorities directly. Mijhem spoke against my 
counsel, and Amir Fuaz rejected it. 

The upshot of it all was the adoption of Mijhem’s plan. 
Fuaz started by motor-car for Rutbah immediately after 
the council, taking with him Mijhem himself. For the 
time of his absence, the Amir transferred the command of 
the tribe to his uncle, Tra’d Ibn Sattam. The same day 
word came from our rear that the tail of the Ruala had 
also crossed the border, so that the whole nomad nation 
was now in Syria. 


Every day the whole tribe must shift camp. When 
IT got up at the first rays of the sun, this was already in 
progress. The camel-herd was gone from my tent row. 
The spacious abodes of our temporary Leader, Tra’d Ibn 
Sattam, and his three sons had been taken down ; slaves 
were rolling up the tenting and covering the remains of 
the fire with sand. Milk-white camels were brought up 
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for the women and girls of the Sheykh’s household and 
made to kneel, so that they could mount to the travelling- 
litters on their backs. 

In litters and saddle-bags were carried the young of all 
species, From the lofty “ riding-tent’’ of a Sheykh 
looked out a smiling woman with a child at her breast. 
A camel calf, too unsteady as yet to travel on its feet, hung 
in a hamper suspended from its mother’s hump ; on her 
other side the wistful faces of two little girls peeped from 
the saddle-bag. A troop of baby-camels a few days old 
crowded up curiously and their mothers came and nozzled 
them and tried to push them away. 

Carried on camels in special saddle-frames or hanging 
limply in the arms of their riders were young foals, 
exhausted and starved because the mother mares had 
been dry for days. Only the dogs were fat. They could 
glut themselves on the droves of fallen animals. 

The multitude of the assembled tribe with its chattels 
and herds had swelled to gigantic proportions. Nothing 
like it had happened for generations. The whole nation 
was in movement. This was not one of the ordinary 
migrations that take place in the spring or autumn; 
rather was it one of the historic tribal crusades that occur 
once in a generation—or century. 

In their hundreds of thousands, grunting camels 
swarmed over the face of the wilderness. Their long necks 
rose and fell rhythmically. They undulated and flowed 
on as if they were carried forward by some invisible move- 
ment of the ground. Like locusts, they looted the scanty 
greyish-green pasture before their hungry mouths. Not 
a trace of vegetation survived their passage. They left 
behind nothing but naked, trampled earth, and over it a 
veil of dust and mist that hung in the still air for hours. 

At the head of the advancing nation, in front of the 
centre of the first line, strode one fawn-coloured camel, 
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bearing on its back a singular structure adored with 
hundreds of small tufts of black ostrich feathers and bar- 
baric decorations. The large framework of acacia wood 
was balanced and secured on a saddle of special design. 
It was the Markab, the “ Ship,” also called Abu-Duhur, 
“Father of the Ages ’—the Ark of Ishmaél. It is the 
altar before which Bedouins for centuries have made their 
votive and thank-offerings. There is only one such Ark 
in all Arabia. For ages past it has moved from tribe to 
tribe, as one conquered the other. The Ruala had held 
it now for nearly one hundred and fifty years, and to them 
it has become the symbol of their unity and their emblem 
of war—the tribal Great Banner, as it were. This ancient 
and hallowed standard, the Ruala will tell you, has been 
moved by the spirit of Allah at critical periods in their 
history, especially in grave and decisive conflicts, to reveal 
to them when and where to face the enemy and join 
battle. 

This day, too, they expected to see God’s presence 
and protection revealing themselves in mystic signs from 
the old frame on the camel’s back. 


CHAPTER XVII 
THE WAR GODDESS 


7 ~=—-NRA’DIBNSATTAM hurried with me to thesacred 
Standard which rose high above the travelling- 
litters. We made our way through an agitated 

throng. The buzz of women’s and children’s voices inter- 
mingled with the grunting and complaining of laden 
camels. On nearer approach I noticed a group of women 
afoot, threading their way to the Standard ; they waved 
their head-cloths and kept up a high-pitched chant. They 
were escorting a young woman walking sedately in their 
midst. It was Tuéma. Her beautiful serene face was 
radiant and aglow with health. Her eyes under their 
long lashes were grave and devout, but she had a bright 
glance for Tra’d Ibn Sattam, who had chosen her out of 
all the Ruala maidens for the signal honour of riding in 
the Markab, and on recognizing me her cheeks dimpled 
with a smile. 

‘When Tuéma and her train of women had come up with 
the camel which bore the tribal symbol, a tall powerful 
animal led by a slave, she ran by its side for a space. 
The trilling and waving of the women rose to a joyous 
frenzy. Suddenly Tuéma broke away from her retinue, 
and with a running start grasped the camel’s shoulder- 
girth and climbed nimbly on to its back and into the 
Palladium. In the left fore-corner of the sacred structure, 
was a seat with a footrest, and on this she composed 
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himself, enthroned on high like a desert queen above 
her people. Thereupon, she untied her head-cloth and her 
glorious tresses fell over her shoulders. At asign from her 
the escorting women, who had continued to walk beside 
the camels, climbed up again to their several litters. 

From the midst of the migrating multitude now came 
the sounds of shots fired in jubilation, and soon tribes- 
men were galloping forward from all directions. They 
assembled and in a body raced toward the Markab, 
Faris at their head. Amidst the thunder of hoofs and the 
glint of carbines, there arose the wild chant of the young 
men as they pressed around their queen. 

Tuéma had risen and stood erect in the lofty frame. 
Her face became transfigured in an ecstasy of joy. 
Suddenly she put both her hands to her throat and tore 
open her dress and broke into jubilant song. With 
bared breast she rose, straining her supple body until 
she was poised high above the ark, holding aloft a bunch 
of snow-white ostrich plumes. She looked like a goddess 
—the bravest and most beautiful maiden of her great 
tribe. She cried to the youths words of passionate 
eloquence. She inflamed them with war-like ardour. 
She exhorted them to remember the heroes who once 
had chained themselves to this Standard by means of 
the iron shackles of their mares, so that they might not 
Jeave their queen, but defend her to the last breath, 

Faris’s eyes were fixed in rapture on Tuéma on her 
lofty throne. In his hand flashed the sword of Jidua, a 
great hero of the Ruala. He carried the historic blade 
to his lips with both hands and kissed it. ‘ O Tuéma, 
guardian of my soul!” he cried. Then he wheeled his 
horse and raced off with his riders. 

Tra’d ibn Sattam took the leading rope of Tuéma’s 
camel from the slave and led her past the marching tribe. 
For all the dire distress, a festive spirit animated the 
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whole people. It was a festal day, for the Ruala had a 
queen again—a virgin in the sacred ark ; and under her 
symbolic leadership they pressed forward to their destiny. 

Evening came and the whole tribe made camp. But 
in the grey of the next dawn they were on the march 
again. 

Armed motor-cars circled about the widespread herds 
and guarded the flanks of the great migration. Despite 
the fact that we marched in close formation, it was 
inevitable under the conditions that single families or 
even groups of them, with their camels, should lag 
behind or struggle in detachments; these would be an 
easy prey for the enemy, of whose presence we were 
fully aware from the surprise attacks made each day by 
strong mounted hands and the appearance of numerous 
hostile fighting-motors, 


* CHAPTER XVIII 
THE LAND OF PROMISE 


VERY evening the Ruala occupied new pastures— 

such as they were—farther North, The drought 

in each camp was terrible. Long since I had 
given up the luxury of wiping my face in the morning 
with a moistened face-rag. In the Amir’s household 
Mnahi was charged with rationing the water supply. 
He knew nothing of liquid measures, but he soon devised 
one for his purpose. He put a pebble, which he always 
kept handy, into a small wooden bowl and, for each of 
us tent-mates, poured over it just enough water to cover 
it. It was precious little. 

As with the water, so with the milk. Camels which, 
on good pasture, used to give between four and five 
quarts of milk a day now gave less than one, To save 
this little for themselves and their horses, the Ruala 
had to kill the new-born camel calves. The herds were 
a sorry sight—emaciated, jaded, covered with dust. 


I was talking with the sheykhs about certain grazing 
lands north-east of us when Faris, who had overheard 
our conversation, said to me: “ Let us go and explore 
Abu Rijmeyn and the farther hills and take a look at the | 
pasture so as to reassure our people.”’ We decided then and’ 
there to journey into that promising, but forbidden, land. 
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This reconnaissance, which we made by motor—Faris, 
I, and two slaves—had consequences which we did not 
then anticipate. 

We held a straight northerly course until we crossed 
the old Tudmur-Baghdad caravan route—' The Road of 
Death” as the Ruala had come to call it since the 
French Administration had forbidden them to cross it. 
Their camps were already within thirty odd miles of it. 

The scenery changed after we had passed beyond this 
“boundary.” With a hardly perceptible gradient the 
wide plain rose toward distant hills. White clouds sailed 
in the blue sky—a long-missed and promising sight, for 
it was the first sign of rain we had seen for weeks. 
Herbage was visibly thriving here, thicker and much 
taller, and there were flowers. The farther we advanced 
into the North and the uplands the richer became the 
vegetation ; and many wild-fowl and also some gazelles 
started up at our approach. 

We pushed on without stopping through the virgin 
grasslands at a speed of twenty-five to forty miles an 
hour, in spite of mounds and hills rising in close succes- 
sion, until we had travelled perhaps a hundred and twenty- 
five miles from our base—not, however, in a straight 
line, for I (who had the wheel) had made many a wide 
detour to avoid the enemy’s tents. Now and then we 
had sighted enemy bands, sometimes appearing with 
startling suddenness, and had been fired at. But we 
were always out of range, and without taking harm or 
having to answer the fire we reached, in the afternoon, 
the pastures of Nethel in the upland steppe among the 
northern hills of the Abu Rijmeyn. 

We stepped from the car into a green sea of waving 
grass and flowers. The wind blew to our nostrils the 
sweet smell of this lush land. Deeply we inhaled the 
sweet air and with longing eyes gazed at the distant 
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cause of all this fertility—heavy rain-clouds which had 
risen on the horizon. Faris spread out his arms as if to 
embrace it all. 

The tali green blades of delicate grasses swept about 
our shepherd’s cloaks. Above us a lark soared rapturously 
over a flowery hill-side, while at our feet chirped the 
crickets. How good the mint and sage smelt! In. silent 
gratitude we stood knee-deep in this paradise, 

Faris walked away, slipping his aba from his shoulders. 
Then he stopped and contemplated this awe-inspiring 
steppe, the meadows over which brooded the arcadian 
peace of Arabia. There he stood alone and apart, like a 
Prince of Kedhar, whose tents and camel herds cover the 
hills of Midian and Ephra. 

His gaze swept this abundance—the promised land— 
which in imagination he saw people, by his Bedu and their 
herds. And then his head drooped. How can I express 
what passed through my mind as I looked on the bowed 
figure amidst the verdure? ‘Let Ishmaél live before 
thee,” I cried involuntarily. Faris was grieving for 
his people, amongst whom he was only a stranger, his 
head bowed down with the awful tragedy of the dying 
grasslands down yonder on the parched plain, where our 
famished tribe was wandering. A slight shudder ran 
through his body ; he dropped to his knees, put his face 
into the grass and stroked caressingly the beloved earth. 
Yearningly he cried: “ Ya ummi—my mother!” 

The wilderness was his motherland, rich, beautiful, 
most dear, for he had never known cities. 

Before we started homeward Faris tore up bunches of 
grass by the roots; each one of us had to take back an 
armful to testify to the fertility of the land we had 
explored. 

When we reached camp we found hundreds of men 
seated before the threshold of Tra’d ibn Sattam’s tent, 
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waiting for our tidings about the land in the North. 
Slaves brought up dry brushwood and herbage and piled 
it on the slumbering fire. Soon the flames were crackling, 
Jeaping as high as the roof, and the inside of the black 
tent was one red glow. 

We spread out our silent witnesses—the bunches of 
grass, herbage and flowers, which were no less precious 
for being withered. All night long the people came, 
even from the most distant camping-places, to see and 
touch them. They fingered the long grasses with 
exclamations of joy and praise to God. Now and then 
Tra’d ibn Sattam handed out a blade, which passed 
from hand to hand, and some would lift it to their lips 
with a murmur of “ Ya hayat—O Life!” And each 
time Ibn Sattam proffered one of these precious specimens 
from the grazing grounds of the enemy, he would say: 
“ Here are the proofs of Life. Tell your children that we 
shall go on.’ And the tribesmen vaulted on their horses 
and galloped into the night to show the emblems of hope 
to their women and children and neighbours, and to tell 
them of the wonders of the highland pasture. 

The evening of the following day I sat talking with 
some Ruala by the fire in the principal tent, with others 
coming and going, when a well-known voice called for 
coffee. Unnoticed by any of us, Amir Fuaz had entered 
and sat down. “Thank Heaven you are back,” I 
exclaimed. ‘“ 1’ll gladly surrender my position to yeu ” ; 
and I offered him the place of honour. 

Fuaz had returned from Rutbah empty-handed. The 
suspicion of treachery on the part of Yassin Bey had 
indeed proved groundless; but the French insisted on 
their previous decision and the English expressed lack 
of interest. Nothing had been gained. 

At this juncture I proposed to Fuaz to let me try to 
bring about an understanding with his Bedouin enemies, 
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but it was only with much difficulty that he could be 
moved to give his assent—not that he had anything 
against my personal interference in the affairs of his 
tribe, but because he feared that such a step towards 
conciliation would be interpreted by the enemy as a sign 
of weakness. It was only after I had talked to him for 
a long time, trying to ease his mind, that he said quite 
suddenly: ‘“ Well then, in the name of God, go to Ibn 
Meheyd. Was not my brother-in-law always thy friend ?” 
He sent for Mijhem (his half-brother) and Faris and 
instructed them to accompany me on my mission, For 
our body-guards he detailed Mnahi and a friend of Faris, 
one Abd el-Karim, a Wuld’Ali chieftain from Syria, 
and the latter’s slave, Sleyman. 


We used Nuri Sha’lan’s open car for our trip, and we 
avoided all camel riders, especially when they had horses 
with them. 

Early in the afternoon we sought out a secluded wind- 
sheltered position at the foot of a rugged hill, and gathered 
roots and dry weeds to make a fire by which to roast the 
bustards shot on the way by our slaves. The roughly- 
plucked birds were cut into pieces, which were thrown on 
the hot ashes. The crops and intestines, still full of partly- 
digested herbs and red-haired caterpillars, were also 
roasted in this way, and eaten with relish as a delicacy. 

It was our intention to rest here a while. From a 
point above our camp we surveyed the surrounding 
country from time to time for wandering herds, mounted 
Bedouins or automobiles, but as far as we could see there 
was nothing living within view ; the wilderness stretched 
away to the horizon undisturbed. 

As we chaffed and laughed over our meal, six savage 
figures stood suddenly before us as if they had risen out 
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of the ground. They could not have ridden upon us, for 
Mijhem and Sleyman had, but a moment previously, 
scanned the whole neighbourhood with field-glasses. The 
six fellows must, therefore, have crept up on hands and 
knees from some spot close by where they had been lying 
in hiding. They had no rifles, but nevertheless, they had 
us covered with pistols which they held under their 
cloaks. 

At first they did not speak, and not one of us dared to 
move, Two of the strangers then commenced to argue 
with each other, eyeing us the while in a most unfriendly 
manner. 

Unmounted wayfarers met in the desert in this way are 
usually common robbers and murderers, who will stop 
at nothing to attain their purpose. They have nothing 
in common with those worthy camel and sheep raiders 
who ride dhaluls and mares, and whose exploits are some- 
what in the nature of knightly enterprises. 

Faris and I exchanged glances and stealthily groped 
under our cloaks on the ground for our rifles. 

Now I could take my courage in my hands and speak to 
our uninvited visitors. 

“ What do you want of us?” 

“ God knows.” 

“« And how did you get here ?”’ 

“ From over there.” 

“ And where are you going ?” 

“ Over there.” 

“ What tribe do you belong to?” 

“The Beni Adam,” (Children of Adam). 

The replies sounded impudent and dangerous ; but we 
were used to desert ways. By their ambiguous replies, the 
strangers stamped themselves as ordinary robbers. Had 
they responded to my questions more openly they would 
have made themselves and their tribe responsible for our 
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safety (or our death). We could then either have removed 
our head-gear or in some way have touched one of them, 
and thereupon claim their protection. Even to spit on a 
man (a truly singular way of “ touching”’) and thus call 
on his protection is permissible and efficacious enough to 
save one’s life, if not at the same time one’s property. 

These fellows had no use for the honoured customs of 
the Arabs, They were responsible to no one and would 
kill us in cold blood. Why they held back was incompre- 
hensible. 

As a last resort, and in order to get some idea of the 
strangers’ intentions, Mijhem offered them cigarettes. 
They shook their heads in refusal, but their attention was 
momentarily distracted from us. Like lightening Faris 
seized the opportunity to raise his rifle and fire over their 
heads. Mijhem and I, who had awaited a cue, fired from 
under our herder’s coats. 

The surprised thieves fell back in fright, Two immedi- 
ately threw themselves on the ground, while a third let 
off his pistol at us. The bullet lightly grazed Sleyman’s 
left forearm, and he promptly pulled the trigger of his 
tifle and shot the robber in the thigh. 

Mijhem and Faris ordered the bandits on whom we had 
so turned the tables to throw off their cloaks and face the 
other way. They obeyed without a word, and as the 
abas fell from their shoulders we saw that each man’s 
belt carried a small arsenal of daggers and pistols. They 
were ordered to place back in their holsters the pistols 
with which they had threatened us and to throw their 
belts to us. 

These six worthies belonged by origin to the tribe of 
the Duleym. Faris got this out of them by a searching 
cross-examination; also, that, as the Duleym were 
confederates of the Fid’an, they were on the way to these 
allies to procure camels and horses, Lazy footpads like 
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these carry no rifles; they find small firearms suit their 
purpose better. 

They now revealed quite frankly that they had taken 
our automobile for that of the Sheykh of the Amarat. 
That a fighting-car of the Ruala might be in enemy 
territory had not entered their minds. Only our black 
or brown herder’s coats betrayed us on closer view as 
possible foes. 

We thanked our lucky stars for this error which had 
saved our lives and sent the robbers on their way 
unmolested, but without arms and ammunition, The 
wounded man we carried with us to the camp of Ibn 
Meheyd. 

Before they left us these fellows had the impudence to 
ask us to make a detour and take them into the 
neighbourhood of a Saba camp which they intended to 
raid. Incorrigible rogues ! 

“ But the Saba are your allies |" I cried out, astounded. 

“What of that ?”’ answered the leader. ‘“ Thou art 
gfim (enemy) of the Saba.” 

“‘Magnanimous Duleym!” said Mijhem ironically, 
“thou art in error ; we are on a peace mission.” 

“Allah! How fastidious art thou!” responded the 
man with equal irony, and turned his back on us. 


Our head-cloths fluttered in the wind as we raced on 
again over the undulating plain. Small groups of riders on 
camels and on horses appeared from time to time. They 
stood still as we passed, observing us from a distance. 

We had also noticed three automobiles which held a 
course parallel to ours for some distance, but disappeared 
now and again behind a hill or in some depression. After 
one such disappearance they reappeared much nearer to 
us. We halted and signalled to the motorists, They 
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circled about us with rifles ready for action. Then they 
got out of their cars and advanced towards us with their 
rifles cocked. 

As they approached, they yelled out that we were 
spies who had come to reconnoitre their land and camps. 
One of them recognized the wounded Duleym and began 
to question him, but the man remained silent except to 
say that he would speak only before the Sheykh. I 
overheard a few words which clearly showed that we stood 
in danger of immediate death. I thought it wise at least 
to warn their Akid. 

“ We are in Syria. Not only Ibn Meheyd, but also the 
Fransawi (French) will hold thee answerable for our 
safety!” 

“Then prove thy friendly intentions,” he answered. 

I proposed that we should accompany him and his 
men to their camp, 

He accepted my proposal only after we had handed 
over our rifles ; our pistols we were allowed to retain. 

Following our enemies, we drove in a north-easterly 
direction. After a few miles we met the first herdsmen 
and their flocks and herds, and half an hour later the 
great camp of the allied Fid’an, Saba and Amarat 
Bedouins came in sight—tent ranged by tent in vast 
array. All the while new families with pack-camels came 
in and took their places on the wide plain, while women 
and slaves hastened to raise the black tents. 

A young acquaintance of Berjas ibn Hedeyb rode up to 
us and recognized me. He accompanied us to the large 
council-tent of the assembled Shiyukhs, and on the way 
related that a few days earlier some Fid’an had visited 
the grave of the old Hero-Chief, Turki ibn-Meheyd at 
Aklat Suab. 

As an offering to the memory of his forebear (Turki was 
killed in battle against the Ruala, although his daughter 
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Turkiyye was married to the Ruala chieftain Sattam ibn 
Sha’lan) Ibn Meheyd had sacrificed a fat camel over 
the grave: “‘ So that Allah might read his heart and give 
him victory over the Ruala.” This is a heathen, pre- 
Islamic custom of the Arabian Bedouins. 

It would seem that Ibn Meheyd and his vassals had 
made not only material, but also spiritual preparations 
for a decisive war against the Ruala. 

Our enemies were now assembled, and the conference 
of the chiefs was in full swing when we arrived. 

Ibn Meheyd looked aged and the bitterness of his 
thoughts had hardened his features. This unpleasing 
impression was deepened by his beard and eyebrows, 
which he had dyed black. 

A thick woollen shawl enveloped his head and throat 
despite the warm sunny day. He had been a sufferer for 
years from a wasting fever which he, like so many other 
Fid’an Bedouins, had contracted in the unhealthy 
lowlands of the Euphrates. 

On our appearance Ibn Meheyd had risen and taken a 
step forward, but on recognizing the familiar faces of his 
enemies he turned back and beckoned to the leader of 
his negro body-guard. Even to me he had not given the 
customary salute, but only swept me with a black look. 
Fortunately I perceived at once that we had put our heads 
into a hornet’s nest and I whispered to my friends on no 
account to step within the circle of the Shiyukhs with- 
out me. 

No word of greeting or otherwise had come from these. 
Some turned away with ostentatious disdain. Ibn 
Meheyd, with his back to us, was excitedly whispering 
into the ear of his black body-servant, who was listening 
with bent head, The men of the body-guard stood with 
eyes fixed on those two, their hands round the butts of 
the pistols in their belts, ready to draw. 
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Meanwhile, more by instinct than design, I seated 
myself close to Ibn Meheyd and motioned Faris and 
Mijhem to sit down too. (Abd el-Karim and the two 
slaves were waiting in our motor-car.) Furious ejacula- 
tions burst from every mouth at the liberties I was taking. 
At the sound Ibn Meheyd turned in surprise; silently 
he regarded Faris and Mijhem with lowered brows and 
sinister eyes. I divined, nay, I could feel the murder 
in his mind. One sign from him, and there was an end of 
my friends ; perhaps of me too. 

There was not the fraction of a second to lose. Hailing 
the despised “ coffee-cook ” by the hearth, I called out to 
him: “O boy—strength to thee!” The old negro 
looked up startled, but did not dare to answer me; he 
only rolled his eyes timidly back and fore between me and 
his master. Suddenly Ibn Meheyd made a sign and his 
guardsmen drew their pistols. The last fragments of my 
courage and self-possession dropped from me and my 
knees trembled. But—the pistols were not levelled. 
Faris and Mijhem had been quicker than the guard, 
With great presence of mind they had whipped out 
their revolvers and had Ibn Meheyd covered before the 
blackamoors could take aim. And this they dare not 
do now. 

This coolness helped to restore my own composure and 
I cried to the cook reproachfully : 

“Ts it forbidden in the house of Ibn Meheyd to present 
the cup of peace to the guest who has alighted at his 
sanctuary ?”’ The old negro dithered, as he reluctantly 
reached for the small china cup that was placed upside 
down on the handle of a big coffee-pot to dry ; he turned 
his face anxiously towards his Chieftain. Unwilling to 
wait any longer, I jumped up and went quickly to the 
hearth, helped myself to the cup, took the pot from the 
bed of glowing embers—it burned my fingers cruelly, but 
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I bit down the pain—and poured out the customary 
measure. Then I went up to Ibn Meheyd and presented 
the cup to him with the salutation of peace. He looked 
at me with bowed head from under lowered lids. 

He must obey the Law of the Desert ; he must take the 
proffered cup. Nor could he play with the lives of my 
friends without forfeiting his own. At the first aggressive 
move, he would be riddled with bullets, for Faris and 
Mijhem still had their pistols trained on him. He turned 
from me, but I put my hand on his shoulder : ‘“ Peace !”’ 
Isaid. He turned round again, a fanatic light in his eyes ; 
but, despite the angry face, he now opened his lips to bid 
me peace and asked me to sit in his own seat. 

Then, and not till then, Faris and Mijhem dared to put 
up their weapons ; the word “ peace ’”’ had been formally 
pronounced by the host. Slaves heaped cushions for us 
against the camel saddle, 

Tbn Meheyd himself then took the coffee-cup from the 
slave’s hand and presented it to me with “ Welcome ! 
May it please thee!’’ Twice he repeated these words, 
which are a guarantee of peace and safety. Then Faris 
and Mijhem also drank with him. 

To us, used to the ways of Western civilization, such 
a train of events and their result must seem incompre- 
hensible. But after one has lived a length of time with 
the Bedouins, one learns to understand that the unwritten 
laws of the Bedouin social code are closely adapted to the 
conditions of life in the desert and have sufficed, from 
time immemorial, to meet its manifold circumstances. 
Without these rules of the game, indeed, all human life 
in nomad Arabia would have become extinct long since. 


After I had asked, and Ibn Meheyd had granted me 
leave to speak, I set forth the object of my mission and 
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exhorted the assembled Shiyukhs, with what persuasive 
eloquence I could muster, to make peace with the Ruala, 
and, as in former years, share the grazing-grounds like 
brothers. I dwelt on the advantages of unity and the 
evils of dissension, and drove home my argument by 
pointing out that by their present policy they were only 
playing into the hands of foreign powers, who, after all 
the Bedouin tribes had been weakened individually, 
would encompass the complete destruction of them all. 

My exhortations and arguments were received in cold 
silence. Most of the chiefs sat with bent heads and 
tapped the ground with their camel-sticks in apparent 
boredom. I felt pretty sure, however, that their indiffer- 
ence was assumed and I would not let myself be dis- 
couraged. Once more I returned to my task and, 
mustering all powers of persuasion, I redoubled my effort 
to bring the benefits of goodwill and a just peace before 
their eyes. At length I succeeded in persuading them 
to abandon their hostile silence and to enter into a sort 
of discussion with me. But anyone who believes that 
Bedouins can be persuaded at short order is mistaken. 
Hours passed. It was close on midnight, when Faris 
begged to be allowed to speak in the name of Amir Fuaz. 
Ibn Meheyd nodded. ‘‘ Peace!”’ said Faris. ‘‘ Truly, the 
Enemy of Life is pressing back the living. The milk from 
the breast of the desert has turned into dust. Like 
bitter myrrh does it taste to them that thirst. Our wells 
are dried up, our pastures are scorched by the sun, our 
camels are perishing in the land of hunger and thirst, 
thousands are dying on the paths of the earth. Praise 
unto God that he still keeps his hand open above your 
heads, but to the Ruala he has closed his heaven. Far be 
it from us to come as enemies. We would enter your 
grassland as your guests,” 

The words made a deep impression. Faris had spoken 
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as a Bedouin. He had spoken a language they had all 
understood. 

The Shiyukhs withdrew. For perhaps a half-hour they 
stood under the stars, among camels, horses and sheep, 
debating and gesticulating. Then they returned and in 
silence seated themselves in a circle by the camp-fire. Only 
Rakan, the Chieftain of the Saba, was missing—an 
indication that he must have fallen out with Ibn Meheyd 
and the others with regard to the peace conditions. We 
knew him to be the wiliest of our enemies and the idea 
came to me at once that he would try to ambush us on our 
return journey. 

After the coffee-cup had circled once more, Ibn Meheyd 
leaned back on his cushions and said solemnly : 

“O ye assembled ones! It is our wish to keep peace 
with the Ruala. But it is God’s will that there is war 
between Fuaz ibn-Sha’lan, Tra’d ibn-Milhem (Chief of the 
Wuld’Ali) and our Shiyukhs. We decree therefore that 
there be peace between the tribes, but war between the 
Chieftains.” 

Thereupon Ibn Meheyd offered me his hand. I grasped 
it and thanked him and the others in the conclave for 
their willingness to share their grazing-grounds during 
the coming summer with the Ruala and Wuld’Ali and for 
allowing the peoples to live side by side in neighbourly 
amity. I also expressed my hope that the belligerent 
chieftains would also soon conclude peace among them- 
selves. 

It would have been useless to waste more words on the 
healing of the breach between the Shiyukhs. If Ibn 
Meheyd fulfilled their promise of peace between the 
tribes, I could be more than content with the result of my 
journey. It would be no less than a miracle. 


128 THE BLACK TENTS OF ARABIA 


It was still dark when I was roused from sleep by the 
clatter of cooking utensils. The cook was just putting his 
water-pots on the glowing fire. Enveloped in its acrid 
smoke, by the threshold, stood the old mare that had 
carried me to this tent after the conference. I stepped 
into the open. It was still night, but the stars were 
paling and in the east the greenish-grey of dawn mantled 
the desert as with a fine veil. Between the tent-ropes lay 
our host’s camels, chewing the cud. Beyond them spread 
the softly undulating steppe, and a wonderful fragrance 
exhaled from it. Everywhere was a stillness and a peace 
which filled me with awe. 

But where were the tents and the herds that at midnight 
had covered the whole neighbourhood ? 

I ran into the open a little way and looked about. Far 
and wide no other tent. Our black shelter lay like a 
derelict ship on the ocean. 

A curious feeling of loneliness came on me for the 
first time in my life among the Arabs. I had been left 
with a few companions only, where the evening before 
thousands had camped round us. Silently the Bedouins 
had broken camp and they—their women, their children, 
and their animals—had melted away like a mirage; I 
could not understand it all. 

“ Faris! Mijhem!” I called and went to wake the 
sleepers. Sheykh Nauaf-es-Saleh, in whose tent we had 
slept, also appeared. I took his hand and asked : 

“What does this mean?” 

“ What doth it mean, thou askest ?”’ he replied. “ Ibn 
Meheyd never breaks his word. The promise he made 
thee last night he fulfils even this morning.” 

Ibn Meheyd had evacuated his grazing-grounds to 
make room for the Ruala ! 

Nauaf pointed to a group of persons some distance 
away, now visible in the stronger light. They seemed to 
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be resting, just about where Ibn Meheyd’s tent had stood 
the previous evening. 

We rode over and found Ibn Meheyd himself, with six 
men of his body-guard. They rested on their rugs, 
Bedouin-fashion, on crossed legs. Beside them was a 
heap of dead ashes and the three soot-blackened stones 
on which last night the cook-pots had stood. A brass 
brazier shed a little warmth, comforting in the chill of the 
morning, Tbn Meheyd sat holding the wide sleeves of his 
cloak over it. 

He stood up at our approach and, when I had dis- 
mounted, he came up to me and put his arm paternally 
tound my shoulders. ‘‘ My son,” said he pleasantly, 
“ doest thou see that Ibn Meheyd has been true to his 
promise?” 

His eyes said more than the few words. I seized his 
right hand and pressed it gratefully in both my hands. 
“May God grant thee all thou wishest!’’ I said in 
farewell. 

“Come to visit me this summer,” he called after me, 
“ and pitch thy tent with the Fid’an. Thou art indeed a 
Rueyli, but we count thee also as one of us. God be with 
thee wherever thou goest !’” 


CHAPTER XIX 


THE AMBUSH 


an hour or so after we had parted from Ibn 

Meheyd, we were attacked by Bedouins from 
ambush in a wadi. The ensuing action was brief, but it 
cost the life of Abd el-Karim, who was particularly dear 
to Faris, while our assailants left three dead behind. 
They proved to be Saba of the House of Rakan, 

Abd el-Karim’s end was most harrowing. Sitting 
directly behind me in our open car, he was fatally wounded 
by a bullet which tore his abdomen to pieces. Realizing 
the inevitableness of the end, he calmly ordered his 
slave to shoot him through the head, before our very 
eyes. We scraped a shallow grave for him in the sand, 
and we were still occupied with the other dead when 
Sleyman, who had been posted on guard, reported that 
he had sighted three motor-cars through his binoculars. 
They were trying to cross the wadi, a considerable 
distance off, and come up on our side. 

We pushed our car to a covered position in the wadi 
and made ready for action. The Saba were coming 
towards us cautiously. The visibility was bad in the 
dazzling glare, but at last we scored some hits, and the 
enemy fell back beyond reach of our long-range rifles. 

While Faris and Sleyman kept watch on our opponents’ 
movements, we others set to work to change the tyres 
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riddled in the earlier fight and to solder the damaged 
radiator. This of course we could do only very patchily ; 
but luckily we managed to drive the heavy car out of the 
river-bed and make for the enemy. 

The Saba divided on our approach, obviously for the 
purpose of attacking us on two sides. Mijhem steered 
for the car on our right, which had wheeled suddenly and 
stopped broadside on. Its occupants raked us with a hail 
of bullets, but although a number of these hit our car, we 
managed to dash in closer. Ourcarbines answered shot for 
shot. Steel rang on iron, the wind blew out our cloaks, 
bullets whistled past, sand and pebbles spattered my 
face, and wild shouts came from my companions ; but 
I thought there must be some wounded, for our fire 
lessened. (Faris, Mnahi, and Sleyman had in fact been 
wounded more or less seriously, but carried on as well as 
they could.) 

With a fresh volley of steel-cased bullets we finally put 
this car-load of our opponents out of action. If they 
were not all dead, we could feel sure that none were leit 
fit to fight. Indeed we drove up to within a hundred 
yards without drawing a shot. But now it was high 
time for us to turn against the other two cars which 
appeared on our left, already dangerously near. 

We headed for them, but we had gone little more than 
a mile when our damaged engine stopped abruptly. 

There was no time, of course, to attempt repairs. We 
could no longer manceuvre the car, let alone take to flight. 
“Get out,” said Mijhem. There was nothing for it but 
to stand our ground, with the car for cover. It was then 
I found out how badly Faris and Mnahi were injured. 
Faris could not move his right leg, and I had to half lift 
him out of the car. It was a mercy that the two enemy 
cars did not attack at that critical moment. They must 
have suffered losses in the first attack more serious than 
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ours, for they had retreated beyond our range, and were 
marking time merely watching us. 

T took advantage of this respite to get out my surgical 
kit and dress the wounded. My dear friend Faris was not 
so badly wounded as I had at first thought. The deep 
groove made by a bullet in the upper part of his right 
thigh bled profusely, but it was only a flesh wound. 
I cleaned it and closed it with half a dozen clamps. The 
bullet that had wounded Mnahi had gone clean through 
his shoulder and lodged in the muscles of his neck, and I 
easily succeeded in extracting it. Sleyman showed 
nothing worse than some harmless grazes on the wrist. 
I was bandaging these when Mijhem shouted to me to 
hurry. A fresh attack was coming. 

I picked up my rifle and cartridge-belt and cowered 
down under the rear end of the car. I felt sick to the 
point of vomiting, and very weak ; I could scarcely raise 
enough energy to throw open the chamber of my carbine 
and slide in a fresh cartridge-clip. My nausea was perhaps 
due to the ether I had involuntarily inhaled when attend- 
ing to our wounded. I felt better, however, after I had 
been lying for a while under the car with my carbine 
under my arm. 

Meanwhile the two hostile cars were drawing nearer, 
They drove one behind the other, so that only the leading 
car offered a good target. We pumped lead into its iron 
body, but unfortunately not with steel bullets; for 
Mijhem had brought along only a few clips of this 
ammunition and wanted to save it for the decisive 
moment—an ill-advised economy that was to cost us 
dear. 

Presently the foremost car skidded, then reduced 
speed, and finally stopped six or seven hundred yards 
away. The car behind it, however, rushed on us at 
terrific speed, swerved sharply only about ten car-lengths 
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from us, and was gone as quickly as it had come. The 
whole thing could have taken no more than thirty 
seconds, 

In these few moments a terrible tragedy befell us, the 
details of which I fear I am quite unable to give with 
any degree of accuracy. I recall that at the critical 
moment I was chiefly conscious of the fact that only two 
or three shots were fired on our side. We had made the 
mistake of emptying our carbines almost simultaneously 
on the leading car. We all had to reload, and that allowed 
the other car those fatal few seconds in which to make 
its rush unchecked. 

When the first car had stopped (really put out of action 
by our fire) I had not a cartridge left in my magazine. 

As I started to load a fresh clip, I heard a dull thud 
behind me, and a heavy body tumbled over me. I jerked 
my shoulder to let it slide off, and it collapsed limply on 
the ground. It was Sleyman. His wide-open eyes stared 
into emptiness. A bullet had pierced his right temple and 
come out under his left jaw. At the same moment I 
became conscious again of the oncoming car not one 
hundred yards off, and heard a voice cry half in terror, 
half in warning: “‘ Merciful One! O God of Grace!” 

It was Faris who had cried out. Only then did I 
notice that he was no longer beside me, He had crept out 
from cover, to get a clearer sight, and was lying wholly 
exposed on the sand. 

As the death-car thundered past, bullets clashed into 
the chassis of our vehicle, but in spite of the feverish 
excitement and the clanging and clatter about me, my 
ears picked out repeatedly in the fury of noise those dull, 
hollow thuds known only to those who have taken part 
in pitched battles—the sound of bullets striking into 
living flesh. Then I also heard moaning and groans. I 
straightened up a little to take a hasty look—and my 


134 THE BLACK TENTS OF ARABIA 


blood ran cold. Faris lay writhing on the ground ahead 
of me. 

My last shots spat venemously after the swiftly retreat- 
ing car. Then I raised myself and, leaning on my carbine, 
staggered like a drunken man to my friend’s side. He now 
lay quite still with his face in the sand. I turned him 
round, His eyes were glassy, but he was still alive. Blood 
trickled from the corners of his mouth, staining his hand- 
some face and his dress. Near him lay the slave of Abd 
el-Karim riddled with bullets, a ghastly sight. 

I fetched one of our water-bags in which we kept 
sulphur-charged water from Tudmur and with it washed 
Faris's face. He was quite unconscious; this made it 
easier for me to examine his injuries. Apart from the 
relatively unimportant thigh wound which he had 
received in the first attack, he had two terrible wounds in 
the right breast. To me it seemed a miracle that he was 
still alive. Both bullets had lodged deep down; to 
extract them with the means at hand was out of the 
question. I could do nothing but bandage the wounds 
with Mijhem’s assistance. 

Mnahi had broken down from sheer weakness and was 
huddled on the foot-board. 

Everything seemed unreal. 

Together with Mijhem I started to collect the scattered 
rifles. We ejected the spent cartridges and reloaded and 
stacked the arms beside Mnahi. 

As we carried our two dead to the car Mijhem was also 
overcome by faintness. He dropped suddenly as if he had 
had a stroke, and remained full length on the ground. 
With my last remaining strength I got Sleyman’s body 
into the back seat. Then I sat down on the running-board 
beside Mnahi. 

I covered Faris with my cloak, for it was getting cool. 
I now felt thirsty and took the leather bag with the 
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sulphur-water with which I had washed the faces of Faris 
and the dead men, and drank eagerly. That revived me. 
I picked up my Zeiss, for it seemed to me as if there was 
something stirring in the apparently disabled car of the 
enemy. I had not been deceived. The crew were 
obviously engaged in repairing their engine; I could 
clearly see three figures moving about. I handed the 
glass to Mnahi, asking him to keep watch on the enemy 
while I tried to restore Mijhem. He soon got up and tried 
to shake off his faintness. He drank some water and so 
did Mnahi. 

There were two carbines for each of us. Four of these 
six we had loaded with steel-jacketed ammunition, and 
these we meant to use first. Mijhem had now recovered 
enough to stand by me. For Mnahi we made a seat so 
that, leaning against the car, he could take part in our 
defence. 

The sun was nearing the horizon when the enemy car 
at last got under way. At first they moved away from us. 
but that was only to find smoother ground for their 
charge. We had agreed that Mijhem should open fire 
alone ; Mnahi and I would hold our ammunition for the 
close fighting. 

Mijhem shot deliberately, but quite fast enough. I had 
handed him another carbine with steel bullets when, 
after this eighth shot, the advancing car struck side-on, 
two hundred yards or so away. It must have run wild 
for the last thirty yards. In its front seat we saw 
distinctly the huddled figure of the negro. Of the rest of 
the crew there was no sign, All life seemed to have been 
extinguished. 

Without a word, Mijhem, with rifle at the ready, 
started for the car at arun. I called to him to come back, 
but in vain; so I jumped up and ran to overtake him. 
After I had repeatedly shouted to him, he stopped at 
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last to let me come up; and we advanced side by side, 
ready to fire at the slightest sign of life. The last fifty 
yards seemed to me endless, as step by step, every nerve 
taut, we approached the enemy car. 

Nothing stirred. 

The car was a ghastly sight. The three negroes huddled 
in it were terribly wounded and on the point of death ; 
only the one at the wheel was still conscious. Mijhem 
drew his Mauser pistol, and, reaching behind the man, 
put a bullet through his brain. He then as quickly put 
the other two out of their misery, while I gathered up the 
men’s rifles, revolvers, and ammunition. They all had 
been slaves of Rakan. 

Meanwhile it had become nearly dark. My eyes 
strayed to the tragic vehicle loaded with our dead and 
with Faris, as I thought, lying beside it, perhaps dying. 
Still and ghostlike it loomed in the gloaming. But, was 
I dreaming? Faris, whom we had left lying on the 
ground unconscious, was sitting in the front of our car | 

He raised his hand and waved it at us! It was no 
hallucination! I left Mijhem standing there and ran to 
Faris. 

When I sat down beside him, he slowly extended his 
right arm and laid it over my shoulder. So he leaned on 
me ; and we rested awhile side by side. I had switched on 
the lights on our instrument-board, and a faint glow fell 
on his pallid face. A sickly, sweet odour came from his 
blood-soaked garments. He tried to speak, but he was in 
much pain and could barely draw his bloodless lips away 
from his teeth. 

When Mijhem had come back, we made ready to get 
under way. With some trouble we got our engine going. 
One of our head-lamps still worked and could be lighted ; 
the other one had been shot to pieces. 

TI wanted to drive Faris straight to Damascus, where 


THE AMBUSH 137 


there were a number of French surgeons, one of whom I 
knew. But he only shook his head and begged us to 
carry him to his family and Tuéma. He was convinced 
he had only a short time to live and that no physician 
could help him. 

I, too, had little hope of his recovery and ceased to 
persuade, feeling loath to assume the responsibility for 
his dying far from his kin and without having seen his 
beloved one again. 

“Tf we go now,” said Faris, with pleading voice, “ God 
will extend my time so that I may see Tuéma, and take 
her as my wife, And so | shall raise a ‘name’ to honour 
my father’s house, even if it please God to take me away.” 

Faris—the true Ishmaelite ! 

Bedouins (and for that matter the Wahhabees also) do 
not honour the tombs of their dead, but they revere the 
wombs of the living as blessed. 

So we resolved to do the will of Faris. But, before 
setting our faces homeward, we drove to the Saba car and 
its three dead. We removed a good tyre and some parts, 
which Mijhem thriftily thought could be put to use, and 
also poured most of its petrol into our tank. What 
Temained Mijhem splashed over the car and then set fire 
to it. As we drove away into the night, this funeral pyre 
lit up the dark desert and its unseen horrors. 

We drove slowly and carefully, and it was morning 
when we came in sight of the Ruala camp. 


CHAPTER XX 
“ THE CLOUD IN MY EYES” 


VY (‘~\HE sun had just risen when, from a ridge, we saw 
the black tents in the valleys between gently 
undulating hills. Some camel herds were already 

stringing out to pasture. I stopped the car and we 

looked at the peaceful scene spread out before us. The 
world could not be more beautiful than it was that 
morning. 

On Faris’s face lay the same still light that glorified 
the land. His eyes shone as with the gleam of a new 
light ; and I was happy to bring him home. 

To-day he looked on everything with the eyes of one 
about to say farewell. What at other times he hardly 
noticed, to-day he regarded with wonder, as if he saw it 
for the first time. 

He asked me if I thought that the “ other ” life would 
be like this earthly one. 

“ Surely !” I replied. 

He looked at his bloodless hands: “ Once upon a time 
they were strong,” he said, “‘ but now no strength is left 
in them. They are yellow like ripe seed. They will be 
laid in the earth.” He looked into my face and said 
earnestly in a low voice: “ Let us go to Tuéma.” 

As we made our way through the camp of the 
tribal division to which Faris belonged, a grave-faced 
throng pressed round our car and in silence accompanied 
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it to his father’s dwelling. Supported only by me and 
holding his head high Faris dragged himself from the car 
to the tent. He would show no weakness. But the 
deathly pallor of his face betrayed his sad condition. 
There were also Mnahi’s wound-dressings and the shot~ 
riddled car to tell their tale. But though hundreds 
crowded close, grown-ups and children, and looked at us 
with anxious and inquiring eyes, not a mouth was opened 
to put a question. The very dogs, usually so joyful and 
vociferous on the return of a party, were silent; they 
only snuffed the blood-stained car, laid back their ears, 
and slunk off as if they had received a beating. 

Faris’s father, informed of the disaster by the word that 
had flown from tent-row to tent-row, came in gravely and 
sat down beside his stricken son. It cost him a terrible 
effort to preserve the appearance of composure prescribed 
by the Bedouin code. He made no inquiry as to his son’s 
condition until after coffee had been handed round, and 
even then he could only ask, according to established 
usage: ‘God willing, Faris, mayst thou stay with 
us?” 

“T am alive, father, God be praised! And there is 
peace.” 

“Peace?” asked Naif and some others in obvious 
surprise. 

“Tbn Meheyd proclaimed peace in the council of his 
Shiyukhs. Yesterday he had already removed his herds 
to the northern grazing-grounds.” 

* Peace—peace,” the cry of “ Peace” ran through the 
tent and swelled outside into a chorus—"“ There is peace 
—we may move on!” 

Behind Faris knelt his little sister and the small sons 
of Tra’d ibn Sattam. Tears ran down the children’s faces, 
but they bit their lips. Now our adventures were related, 
to the accompaniment of the free comments of the 
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company. With incredible self-mastery, Faris, marked by 
Death, sought to hide his sufferings and take part in the 
general conversation, which ran on and on. Every little 
detail of the fighting was threshed out in cold blood, and 
Faris’s inevitable fate was discussed with (to anyone 
of the Western world) cruel disregard of his feelings. 

This discussion lasted two hours. When the company 
finally rose, Faris also tried to get up; but a severe 
hemorrhage threw him back on his couch, and he fainted. 
His mother was sent for. When he came to, she was 
kneeling at his side, with his hands in hers ; and one could 
see she was hungering for a look from him. ‘‘ My son!” 
she whispered, and kissed him, her face streaming with 
tears. 

When Faris’s still-wandering eyes saw her so convulsed 
with grief, his face quivered. “ Who is this woman?” he 
said, propping himself on his elbow. ‘‘ Take her away ! 
I don’t know her.” 

The slaves looked at one another uncertainly. 

“ Take her outside!” Faris called to them again. Then 
I took the poor woman by the arm and, with some words 
of consolation, led her from the tent. But at the entrance 
of the tent she wrenched herself from me, ran back and 
threw herself at Faris’s feet. With both hands she 
gathered dust from the ground and poured it on her head 
and cried to God to preserve her son. 

Faris touched her bent head and said: 

“Go, mother! God will give thee strength. I would 
have only happy faces about me. Nay, have I lived in 
order to be afraid of death ?”’ 

He motioned to me to lead his mother away. 

When I came out of the woman’s tent, a rider on a 
sorrel horse came galloping from another camp at the 
lower end of the valley and I waited. It was Tuéma, as 
I had thought. 
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Her whole body trembled and her voice was choked 
with tears. I tried to calm her and told her of what 
passed between Faris and his mother. At this she pulled 
herself together and kissed my hands and pressed them 
to her wet eyes. 

‘‘ What shall I do, Aziz?” she asked. 

“ Make his last hours cheerful, Tuéma. Show him that 
you are happy. That is all.” 

“Go thou before me,” she begged, and tried to smile ; 
but the tears rolled down her cheeks, 

“Go before me,” she repeated. ‘I want first to 
dispel the cloud irom my eyes.” 


It had been decided that the marriage of Faris and 
Tuéma should take place that very evening. He had 
been inquiring after her with growing impatience. When 
I told him the glad news that Tuéma had come and 
would be with him at any moment, he begged first to see 
his mother again. 

I went myself to the woman’s quarters to bring her. 
Her grief had made her a frail wraith-like creature: she 
walked with uncertain steps, but was more composed. 
She knelt down by Faris’s couch. He put his arms round 
his beloved mother, and hugged her to his breast. Tears 
came into his eyes and they seemed to soothe the mother’s 


She sat bolt upright by her son’s side, arranged his 
clothes and cushions and replaited his long, thick tresses, 
with some words of jest about him and his beloved Tuéma. 
When she had finished she left again, leaning on my arm, 
and from the threshold called out to her son that she 
would now send in Tuéma. 

We had arranged a broad comfortable couch for Faris 
and partitioned it off with curtains; but one of them, 
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according to the direction of the wind, was always drawn 
back, so that Faris, resting with the upper part of his 
body propped up, could look out. 

A smile of happiness mingled with surprise suddenly 
lit up his face. Tuéma had come in. She had paused at 
the threshold with a smothered cry and a look of horror 
in her face at her lover’s helpless plight. But so quickly 
had she mastered herself that I hardly noticed her emotion, 
and Faris saw only a smiling face as she moved to his 
bedside. Her silver bangles tinkled faintly, “ Faris! 
Faris! my Life!’ she exclaimed, dropping on her knees ; 
and, twining her arms about his neck, she stroked and 
caressed his face and body. 

When she kissed him I noticed that her mouth was 
stained with his blood; but she kept her lips firmly 
pressed to his, so that he should not see that blood was 
trickling from his mouth on to her neck. 


Shortly before sun-down the tent began to fill with 
telatives and friends, who had been invited as witnesses 
to the wedding. 

Tuéma had meanwhile returned to her own dwelling at 
the lower end of the valley. Her girl friends had been 
busy selecting the handsomest camel-litter and decorating 
it for the occasion. With its ornate marriage-canopy it 
was mounted on a fine, gorgeously-caparisoned camel, 
which slaves then led to Tuéma’s tent. There the bride 
mounted to her lofty seat between the slender horns of the 
camel-litter and, with songs and shouts and waving of 
scarves, her girl friends escorted her to the tent of the 
bridegroom. 

Before the women’s quarters, but so arranged that 
Faris on his couch could see everything, Tuéma made her 
camel kneel down. Faris’s mother and sisters, attended 
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by numerous men and women slaves, greeted and received 
the bride ceremoniously. 

Close by, Mnahi held an old white battle-mare by the 
halter. Auda, ‘ The helper,’’ she was called, and also the 
“Virginal Kuhaylat-Ajuz,” for she had never been 
mated. The Ruala all but worshipped her as sacred. As 
a three-year-old she had been presented to Misha’il as a 
gift on the birth of her son, Amir Fuaz. The mare was 
thus twenty-seven years old and her body bore the scars 
of many a raid. Over her back was spread a white 
lamb’s-skin rug, the “‘ Virgin-Fleece ” which, according 
to immemorial custom, the Bedouin bride brings to the 
bridegroom as a wedding gift. 

Tuéma had disappeared into the harem to be attired 
in her wedding-dress by Faris's mother and sisters. When 
she came out again she was resplendent in a rich cashmere 
gown woven in red and green (it had been worn by Faris’s 
mother at her own bridal ceremony) and a gold-laced 
shepherd’s cloak floating from her shoulders. She took 
her position beside the white mare ; and an aged Bedouin, 
with a little lamb, only a week old, in his arms, stepped 
before her, laid the lamb at her feet and slit its throat asa 
sacrificial offering. Auda snorted and backed away from 
the blood, but the old man grabbed the halter and, dipping 
his fingers in the lamb’s blood, painted the Wasm 
{tribal mark) of the Ruala on the mare’s neck. Then he 
calmly passed his gory fingers through his white beard. 
The slaughtered lamb was given, in accordance with the 
custom of the Bedouins, to an orphan—a little girl 
selected by a Sheykh. 

Without accepting a helping hand from Mnahi, which 
he offered because of her trailing garments, Tuéma 
lightly swung herself on to the back of the white mare 
and at walking-pace rode through the camp. The 
huge negro strode beside her, holding over her head 
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the great sword of Janda and Jidua and exclaiming, 
herald-fashion : 


“ See ye the bride of Faris! See ye the virgin! 
O for Tuéma’s eyes and Alya’s grazing herds! 
O for the dark hero and his bride ! 

Thus the procession made the round of the camp, all 
the inhabitants of which were lined up in front of their 
black tents and, as the bride rode past on her white 
mare, it was with a joyful “ Zarraghrit’’ they greeted 
her, even though their hearts were heavy within 
them. 

Returning to Faris’s tent, Tuéma dismounted, took 
the white lamb’s-skin rug from her mare’s back and 
spread it on the nuptial couch. Then she disappeared 
into the harem, to wait there until her bridegroom 
should call her. 

Therewith the simple wedding ceremony was ended. 
We, who had been with Faris to witness the arrival of the 
bride, now rose to go. 

The first stars were glittering over the hills when I 
stepped outside. The black tents in the valley melted 
into the deepening darkness of the evening. 

The herds were wending their way homeward, their 
silhouettes now showing as they crossed high ground, 
now sinking out of sight in the hollows. . . . 

As my friends departed from the tent, each called out 
to Faris, according to Bedouin custom: “ Vigour! And 
God be with thee!” 

Behind the partition that closed off the women’s 
apartment Tuéma was waiting for our going. When the 
last farewell was uttered, she pulled the middle tent-pole 
from its position and laid it on the ground. The roof 
bulged and drooped low in the middle, almost touching 
Faris’s couch, but the lateral supports and the taut stays 
kept the rest of the tent fixed at about a man’s height. 
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It was the sign to any passer-by that a bride was with 
her bridegroom. 


That night Faris died. When we came to his tent next 
morning, Tuéma was lying unconscious beside her dead 
lover. 

A stone’s-throw from the tent a few slaves were busy 
digging his grave. 


As we committed our dear brother, lying on the white 
fleece, into the keeping of the desert, the women looked 
on from a distance and bewailed the dead. Their hair was 
dishevelled and with smoke-black from their hearths they 
had painted signs of mourning on their faces. 

Tuéma stood silent among them. The red cloak of 
camel-hair flowed from her shoulders. Her head was 
held high, but in her eyes were tears and a look of ineffable 


Once more the sun rose and beamed over the land. 
The tent poles dropped and the Ruala marched on... . 


The living strode over the dead, marching on into the 
young morning to new pastures and to new life... . 


Once more I rode on Sadha to the mound where we had 
buried Faris. It had already become a solitary thing— 
insignificant in the vast wilderness. A dog which lay on 
the grave slunk away at my approach. A bunch of white 
ostrich feathers was stuck between three fire-blackened 
stones which, the evening before, had formed Tuéma’s 
hearth. This was her farewell to her lover. A gust of 
wind broke off one “ flower ’’ from this unfading wreath 
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and blew it over the ground. I got off my mare to pick 
up this broken white feather and to keep it in memory of 
my dear friend. 

I remounted and rode on, but presently pulled rein 
again and looked back. The lonely dog had returned to 
the grave: he turned round and round and finally lay 
down, curled up as if in sleep. He was mourning his 
dead master. Nobody minded him, nobody looked for 
him ; but where should he be but here, with his dead 
friend ? 

I was on the point of guiding Sadha away when I 
noticed a rider coming in my direction—a Bedouin on a 
white-stockinged sorrel mare, who had just detached 
himself from a moving group of Kethebs (riding-litters) 
and pack camels and was coming along at a tearing gallop. 

It was Tuéma. 

A short distance from where I was waiting for her she 
pulled up. Her horse snorted impatiently. 

“ Peace |” she called to me, lifting her hand. 

“ Peace, Tuéma,” I called back, The tears came in my 
eyes. 

“ Shushan !” she called. The dog on the grave got up 
and walked slowly and reluctantly toward her, then 
stopped and turned his head. 

“‘ Shushan,” she called again, and as she rode away the 
dog followed her. 


The Ruala were on the march and the land was covered 
with their camels. 

Within a few days Tudmur was engulfed in the maél- 
strom. Day after day, with never a pause, fresh swarms 
of camels came out of the arid waste to stop at the foot 
of the hills and drink their fill. The sulphurous but 
wholesome water here issues from the hills in a clear 
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stream, which branches out into a hundred rivulets in the 
plain and the smali gardens surrounding the ancient city. 

In the midst of the marching Ruala I rode again with 
Amir Fuaz beside the Abu Duhur, the hallowed tribal 
emblem. But it all seemed so different now—no martial 
body-guard ; only the litters containing some chieftain’s 
wives and children. Now there was no Faris among the 
young men, galloping with them on their mares, with the 
baying greyhounds about him. In vain also did I look 
for the young war-goddess. 

The melodies of ancient herding-songs came floating 
back to us as we penetrated deeper into the beautiful 
pastures, which, with every step we took, became more 
luxuriant. 

Never shall I forget that happy picture of the joyful 
people and its contented herds browsing, as they wandered 
onward, the juicy herbage and luxuriant plants. 

Nor shall I easily forget the stragglers that vainly 
strove to reach Ishmaél’s promised Canaan. There were 
thousands of camels dragging themselves along with the 
futile exertion of the last remnants of their strength. 
They were still perishing by the wayside, while the more 
fortunate ones were already walking in the rich meadows 
that had saved them from death. 


Nearly two years passed, and the hardships of that 
spring were forgotten. Twice since then had I been 
with the Ruala, but only on my third visit did I fall in 
with the camp of the Shammar family of Faris ibn-Naif ; 
for in the rainy season the sub-tribes divide and wander 
sometimes hundreds of miles apart, and it is not so simple 
a matter to find someone you are looking for. On my 
arrival I was greeted by the sons of Tra’d ibn-Sattam, 
whose tents adjoined the Shammar household, and after 
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a while Faris’s father came home, and we celebrated our 
reunion, 

In a corner of the women’s section of the tent there 
presently appeared a small, chubby Bedouin boy, who 
gazed at us new-comers with inquisitive and bashful eyes. 
He was still a toddler, and had to hold on to the end of 
the frayed tent-curtain. 

“ Menwer !”’ a woman’s voice called from within. 

The voice was Tuéma’s ; and this was Faris’s son ! 

She came out and laughingly took the boy by the hand 
to lead him back, when I called out her name. She 
turned round in amazement and raised her hand to me 
in the salutation of peace. Then she bent down and 
whispered into her child’s ear. The little fellow pointed 
to me and looked into his mother’s face. She nodded 
encouragingly, and he wobbled toward me with out- 
stretched arms. As I picked him up and hugged him to 
me, I laughed, but there were tears in my eyes. 

Tuéma, who was speechless with amazement at seeing 
me again, at last joyfully exclaimed: “ Aziz!” 

At a gesture from her father-in-law she sat down on a 
camel-saddle beside us. She touched me with shy finger- 
tips in greeting and in her dark eyes was the sadness 
of memory. Since Faris’s death she belonged altogether 
to Ibn Naif’s family. She had been taken into it as a 
daughter and sister. 

She drew the boy to her breast, and the two fondled 
each other, a picture of maternal happiness. 

“In the evening the Beloved one went from me,” said 
Tuéma. “In the morning he came back to me.” 

“Sabah—the morning,” I whispered to myself. 
“ Sabah ”’ was the word Faris had said to her in farewell— 
“ Sabah—thou untouched morning, thou virgin bride.” 

Early the following day I rode with Abu-Faris (the 
“Father of Faris”) to some rising ground. My eyes 
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travelled over the Hamad where the Ruala with their 
tents and camels were migrating southward. I felt as if 
invisible hands were carrying off my friends into the 
wilderness. . . . 

“Ts not the life of man like a tent and its dwellers?” 
said the old Shammar Chief. “ The day comes when they 
go, and the site is forsaken. As Imrul-Kais says: ‘ Pause, 
wanderer. Let us weep for the beloved one in his resting- 
place in the shifting sand between ed-Dujayl and el- 
Hamal. He was like the evening star set in the midst 
of the firmament ! ” 

This spring had brought back poignantly to my 
memory that other spring when Faris and Tuéma had 
been together, It seemed to me now like a dream. 

There arose in me (as it had in another great friend of 
the Bedouins) the burning hope that always would there 
‘be room enough on the earth for my Bedouins. 

And as my eyes took in the earth and the sky, the 
gentle hills and the far, far distances, the boundless 
expanse of the wilderness became peopled with recollec- 
tions which, in spite of all that was sad, I count among 
the most beautiful of my life. 


CHAPTER XXI 
THE “ARK OF ISHMAEL” 


7 ~ ~WO the Bedouins of Arabia, the Markab has a 
significance such as the Palladium had to the 
Trojans. They all hold the belief that the 

possession of this symbol, much like the Israelitish “ Ark 
of the Covenant,’ means safety and power to the tribe 
holding it, while its loss spells disaster to the tribe and 
its subsequent dispersion. The Ruala have held it un- 
interruptedly for nearly a century and a half, but even 
to-day the sight of ‘ Ishmaél’s camel-throne,” with the 
chosen maiden sitting on it in times of war, will inspire 
them to greater heroism. The warriors composing its 
guard of honour are the picked troops of the tribe. They 
vouch for its safety with life and limb ; they are, above 
all others, the heroes of Arabia. 

Belore coming into the keeping of the Ruala, the 
Markab was held by the Amarat. More precisely, it was 
in possession of the Ibn Hadhdhai family of that tribe 
until 1793. In that year the Wuld Ali, a tribe in alliance 
with the Ruala, made war on the Amarat. Jidua ibn 
Mubadir, a Rueyli then visiting the Wuld Ali, took part in 
the campaign. At the height of the decisive battle, so the 
tale is told, this Rueyli, with permission from the Wuld 
Ali chieftain, flung himself on the horsemen guarding the 
Markab (with the Amarat maiden enthroned in it), cut his 
way through single-handed, and with one blow of thesword 
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cut off one of the legs of the came] bearing the emblem of 
the tribe, and brought it to the ground. With the sudden 
overthrow of the Holy Standard the resistance of the 
Amarat also broke down, and terror-stricken they 
suffered a crushing defeat. 

On the battlefield the victors found Jidua, killed from 
ambush by a foot-soldier, and the Amarat maiden of 
the camel throne—Jamila, who had stabbed herself to 
death so as not to survive the shame of her people’s 
defeat. The Wuld Ali, indeed, claim to this day that 
Jidua had been Jamila’s lover ; for, they say, the lifeless 
bodies of those two were found side by side beneath the 
collapsed Markab, and one of Jamila’s hands was still 
clenched round the hilt of her dagger while her other 
hand clasped the hand of Jidua. 

After the defeat of the Amarat the Sheykh of the Wuld 
Ali presented the Markab and with it Jidua’s sword, now 
famous, to the Ruala, since it was a Rueyli who had over- 
thrown the Markab and thus brought about the victory to 
the Wuld Ali. Since then this sacred emblem has been in 
the hands of the Sha’lan family and has accompanied the 
Ruala in all their victorious wars, a symbol of their 
dominant position among all the Bedouin tribes of 
Arabia. 


Of Jidua’s sword—Thu’l-Hayyatu—" the-one-endowed- 
with-life there is also an older legend, which the aged 
Prince Nuri Sha’lan thus related to me: 

In the fifth century of the Hegira (the twelfth by our 
teckoning) when the Anaza Bedouins were still grazing 
their camels south of Teyma at the Jabal Bird, it 
happened on the sacred pilgrim’s road to Mecca from 
Damascus. Janda ibn Mubadir, an ancestor of Jidua, was 
travelling with his clan toward Khaybar, seeking the 
Dira (pasture grounds) by the Jabal Abyadh and in the 
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Wadi Rama. One still dark night, when the red camp- 
fires flickered in the tents, the air was suddenly filled with 
a terrific roaring. A mighty thunder-clap rent the sky, 
the ground trembled and swayed, and the whole world 
seemed to be tumbling. Every living thing leapt up in 
mortal terror and ran hither and thither. From the midst 
of the dark heavens above there broke forth a light that 
shone over the quaking earth with swiftly growing 
brilliance, until in a moment it had equalled the luminous 
power of the noonday sun and surpassed its heat. It 
blinded men and beasts and struck them down. The 
earth split; a sound of hissing, tearing, and crashing 
beyond the power of description filled the air, and a 
sulphurous smoke hung over the scarred earth. 

‘When morning dawned it was found that many persons 
had been struck dead ; their mutilated bodies were lying 
about. A crater-like scar marked the place where an 
unusually large meteorite had buried itself. In addition, 
a number of men and camels had disappeared without 
trace into the bowels of the earth, buried for ever under 
sand and stones. 

Janda ibn Mubadir and his war-mare, as well as two of 
his camels, lay dead before the wreck of his torn and 
partly burnt tent. From opposite ends of the desert, 
from Haleb (Aleppo) in the north and el-Tayef (near 
Mecca) in the south, came reports that this exceptionally 
brilliant meteor, with its errie sound, like ‘“ ker-ker-ker,”’ 
had been observed, and that even the noise of its striking 
had been heard. 

Some years afterwards some bolder spirits among the 
Bedouins nerved themselves to examine the hole torn in 
the earth. To their joy these Bedouins discovered that 
the rift, widened and cleared by them, began to fill with 
water. Bir er-Ra’ad (the Thunder Fountain) they named 
the well. During the excavation they found small frag- 
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ments of the splintered “ messenger-from-the-sky.” A son 
of Ibn Mubadir took one such fragment from the meteor 
and fashioned from it a sword two and a half feet long. 
It gleams to-day as it did then, as if it were brand-new. 
It is of a bluish tint without one rust-stain, and fine silvery 
wavy marks run down the precious blade, which is as light 
as @ feather. A silversmith of Damascus made a 
handsome hilt and an equally handsome scabbard for it, 
and another artist engraved the blade with Arabic runes 
in gold. 

“The Sword-of-Janda-and-Jidua” is thus in the 
truest sense a gift of heaven, and that is why it is called 
also the “Sword of God” and “The Life-endowed 
One.” 

When at the end of that time of grievous famine the 
Ruala had entered the life-giving pastures of the Fid’an 
and Saba, Amir Nuri Sha’lan presented me with this 
sword, in remembrance of that adventure and my share 
in it. 

I need not say how much I treasure it, 


THE END OF PART I 


PART TWO 
HUNTING AND WARFARE 


CHAPTER XXII 


ALI, THE “ PROTECTOR ” 


ND now those wonderful days with the Ruala 
A had come to anend. I had to say good-bye for a 
time, because I meant to visit the Fid’an and 
other Bedouin tribes then roaming the deserts of Meso- 
potamia and Northern Syria. Several of their chiefs 
were inveterate enemies of Amir Fuaz, and at odd 
moments they also fought among themselves. But I 
knew some of them from earlier days and for the rest I 
pinned my faith on the inviolable rules of Bedouin 
hospitality. On the Euphrates I also hoped to find a 
suitable rafig (courier) who would be qualified by his 
knowledge of the country and his friendliness with the 
tribes to act as both guide and guard to me. To assist 
me, Amir Fuaz gave me a personal letter to Hajem Pasha, 
who was then in command of the major part of the Fid’an 
in the “ Jesira ’’ between the Tigris and Euphrates, while 
Ibn Meheyd contented himself with the lordship of the 
minority west of the Euphrates in Syria. Fuaz was 
closely related to Hajem Pasha, though these ties did not 
prevent the two chiefs from indulging in mutual pillage 
and warfare as opportunity offered. 

Amir Fuaz advised me to go first to Aleppo and there 
get in touch with Hajem Pasha’s wuksl (representative), 
who would see to the transmission of his letter and secure 
a trustworthy travelling companion for me ; and I acted 
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on his advice. I had not been in Aleppo since 1916. At 
that time I had vainly tried to find the sons of a Sheykh 
called Achmed Hafiz, whose name will be known to 
readers of Homer Davenport’s book, My Quest of the 
Arab Horse (New York, 1908). It was from this Achmed 
Hafiz that Davenport (with whose sister I became well 
acquainted in California) bought twenty-seven Arab 
horses in 1906. 

On my arrival in Aleppo, my first task was to find the 
wukil, The directions led me to a medieval building near 
the citadel. The entrance was barred by an enormous iron- 
studded timber gate. From the courtyard behind it I 
could hear the well-known guttural accents of Bedouins. 
I knocked repeatedly without response. Suddenly, 
however, with creaking hinges the huge gate flew wide 
open, and out galloped four horsemen, almost running 
me down. Squeezed flat against a stone pillar, I looked 
in amazement after the small cavalcade that disappeared 
in a cloud of dust round the beetling ramparts of the old 
Crusader’s castle. 

When I turned my eyes to the entrance again I saw 
standing before me in the doorway a Bedouin unusually 
big for his race, a good six feet high, who scrutinized me 
critically without “ batting an eyelid’ and without re- 
sponding to my greeting. At length he coolly laid an arm 
round my shoulders and, in no very amiable manner, 
pulled me within, while with his other arm he gave a tug 
at a long rusty chain, which effectively closed the gate. 

My eyes fell on a caravanserai that made me fancy 
myself back in the days of the Caliphs. The yard was not 
exactly tidy, but it looked better than many a khan I had 
seen in Istambul and Baghdad. Scattered about higgeldy- 
piggeldy in peaceful contentment was a mingled assort- 
ment of camels, horses, asses, goats, and sheep. 
Lazily the lean, shaggy beasts munched the chaff 
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spread for them on worn-out bast mats and hides. Camel- 
drovers, muffied in their frayed cloaks, were squatting 
about. Dirty children tumbled boisterously over the 
humps of the camels and darted in and out between their 
legs, while the animals with blinking eyes and drooping 
ears patiently put up with the sport. Pigeons continually 
fluttered between the court and the old bastions and 
turrets, and sailing low over the battlemented walls small 
vultures circled on motionless wings, croaking hungrily, 
with baleful eves ever on the watch for a meal. 
‘Whence cometh thou?” the big fellow questioned 
without any form of introduction and with scant courtesy. 
I reached into my breast-pocket and drew from it the 
letter of recommendation much crumpled and stained, 
and with it, inadvertently, a photographic reproduction 
of Homer Davenport’s well-known drawing ‘‘ Haleb’s 
farewell to the desert.” The picture shows Sheykh 
Achmed Hafiz and his Bedouin friends witnessing the 
departure of that celebrated Arab stallion, Haleb, which 
the Turkish governor of Syria had given Davenport as a 
present. My tall friend grabbed both letter and picture 
from my hand and fingered them clumsily. Suddenly he 
discovered on the photo familiar faces and figures. A 
thunderbolt could not have produced greater consterna- 
tion in the tranquil courtyard than did the giant’s frantic 
exclamations at this sudden recognition. His surprise was 
comical. Stuttering with emotion, he tried to com- 
municate not only to me, but to all and sundry, the 
startling fact that he had discovered his father in the 
picture. He behaved like a lunatic. He flung his arms 
about and danced round like a howling dervish. He 
laughed and cried in one breath and the echoes of his 
beliowing voice reverberated through the walls till 
everything seemed to shake; he could not calm down, 
His excitement communicated itself to the animals, and 
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the whole company joined in the uproar. When peace 
was at last restored, I found myself in the arms of my new 
friend. Like the protecting wings of the Cherubim, the 
loose sleeves of his herder’s cloak flapped round me as he 
hugged me to his chest and kissed me on both cheeks, 

“ Thou art Davenport’s son ? ” he cried, but it was more 
a statement than a question. I tried to explain, but in 
vain! He insisted that I must be Davenport’s son, and 
would hear nothing to the contrary. 

Gradually the man grew calmer and mutual under- 
standing became possible. Ali was his name—Ali ibn- 
Achmed Hafiz! and he was the eldest son of the Sheykh 
in search of whose family I had come to Aleppo in 1916. 
What a stroke of luck, that fate should now present to 
me in the person of the wukil of Hajem Pasha the very 
man I had tried to track down from the time of the 
world war ! 

Reminded of my letter, he produced it from the 
capacious pocket into which he had crammed it in his 
excitement together with a lot of others papers, stuffed 
these back, assumed an air of importance, and said: 
“Tam Ali, the wukil of Hajem Pasha, and Mijhem ibn 
Meheyd, above all men. He cleared his throat and spat, 
as if all mankind were dirt, Then he continued: ‘‘ And 
thou art in need of a rafig?” 

“ That is so," I replied, “and this letter, which thou 
holdest in thy hands, thou wilt transmit immediately to 
thy Sheykh, for it contains a personal message from 
Amir Fuaz.”’ 

Before I could prevent it Ali tore open the letter and 
began to read aloud : 

“« Al-illah, by the Adored One! Peace be with thee, 
dispenser of protection! By the Dispensation of Allah, 
let this stranger live under thy countenance like a son of 
thy father. Befriend him as if he were my own eyes. 
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Guard and preserve my brother when he lodges with thee 
or when thou settest him on his way. I would trust him 
to none but thee alone, who walkest with a clear 
conscience in the sight of Allah. May the Lord lengthen 
thy days, O thou rich in life, and let us evermore dwell 
side by side in friendship.” 

At this point Ali interrupted his reading with copious 
supplications for heaven’s blessings and rewards on Amir 
Fuaz. He had never suspected that the young Rueyli Chief 
could be capable of such gentle virtues and tender 
emotions, He was visibly overwhelmed. He raised his 
voice and resumed : 

“ Praise thou the Lord ! for He is so magnanimous and 
bountiful that He has bestowed upon me, His humble 
slave, so rich a gift. He, the Gracious and Merciful, 
granted me the wonderful opportunity of relieving thy 
ally and our brother, Barjas ibn Hedeyb, of seventy 
mares.” 

Ali jumped as if stung by a tarantula. In place of the 
previous outpouring of blessings there now issued from 
his lips a flood of wild imprecations and sulphurous curses 
on the head of the Amir. Again he raged like a madman. 
His outbreak was ably seconded by the other Bedouins 
and once more bedlam broke loose in the courtyard, men 
and animals creating pandemonium. In their insensate 
fury the men began to belabour the excited and frightened 
sheep, asses, and goats with their flexible camel-sticks, 
as if they had the hated Rueyli chief himself under their 
hands. Even I, the innocent cause of this outburst of 
frenzy, became the target of Ali’s choicest vituperation. 
How could I associate myself with such a notorious cut- 
throat and common bandit? It took a considerable 
space of time for Ali to calm down again—and with him 
the whole audience—and, in a voice still agitated, he 
read out the remainder of the letter : 
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“May the Lord take pity on thy saddened thoughts 
and may cheerful reflection on the Inevitable console 
thee and tranquilize thy soul.” (I couldn’t help laughing 
out loud at this; whereupon Ali scowled at me most 
ungraciously.) “All is fleeting, but all is also pre- 
ordained by Allah. May the corpse of him who cast 
doubt on the bravery of my horsemen be flung aside 
without burial. God's infallible acts are manifest, and in 
the light of these events, which were inevitable, thou 
shouldst acknowledge the truth of my words.” (‘ Aha!” 
I said to myself, “ what a brilliant idea! to hold Allah 
responsible for the theft of seventy mares!’’) ‘“ Allah 
bless my beautiful and virtuous kinswoman who is in the 
keeping of thy brother. (Tarfa, a sister of Amir Fuaz.) 
“May the position of the heavenly bodies be of better 
augury for thee! God is omnipotent!” 

Ali, sunk in meditation, seemed disturbed by a thousand 
conflicting thoughts. At length, however, he dutifully 
kissed the face and back of this typical example of 
Bedouin diplomacy. Secretly I had to admire the respect 
accorded in Arabia even to one’s deadly enemy. 

Ali grasped my hand. Anger still lingered in his eyes, 
but his voice sounded pleasant enough as he said to me: 
“ This letter, my friend, is just about as good as a recom- 
mendation from Iblis (the devil), and with a grimace of 
contempt he tossed it on the fire. I was only just in time 
to snatch the already singed sheet of paper from the 
flames ; but as a matter of fact, neither Ali nor I ever 
had the courage to present the letter to either of the 
Fid’an chiefs. 

To my great delight Ali offered himself as my rafig for 
the journey to the Jesira (Mesopotamia). Within two 
days he had ferreted out a second-hand Ford car to carry 
us to the Euphrates, 


CHAPTER XXIII 


ADVENTURES WITH THE “ TIN-LIZZIE” 


N the day of our start Ali tiptoed to my bedroom 
at three o’clock in the morning, and whispered to 


me to get up, as all was ready. No sooner had I 
followed him outside than he forgot his consideration for 
the sleeping caravanserai and bellowed like a fog-horn 
across the silent square: “ O Ibrahim, get a move on!” 

From the other side of the square came a sound of 
spitting, hissing, puffing, and rattling. Our Ford had 
awakened to life at Ali’s shout and on wobbling wheels 
was moving drunkenly over the rough pavement. We 
could see nothing of it in the dark, but after a while a dull 
yellow light became visible which momentarily flickered 
into greater brightness as it bumped over the larger 
cobbles. Then, after a prolonged squeak, our “ desert- 
coach” drew up before us. The “ chauffeur,” bare- 
footed but with muffled head and neck, alighted, in spite 
of a pronounced limp, with a brave attempt at dignity, but 
unfortunately he slammed the door behind him too hard 
and it came off its hinges ! 

“ Tbrahim,” said Ali. With this one word he introduced 
our driver to me. Ibrahim unwound three yards of thick 
woollen shawl from his head and beamed on me with the 
one eye he had left. A splendid match they made—that 
old Ford car and he ; small, lame, one-eyed, and the face 
heavily pock-marked ! 

I forced a smile, but inwardly I had a vision of the 
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skeletons of Ali, Ibrahim, and myself bleaching under the 
wreckage of our car somewhere in the desert. 

At half-past three we bumped our way into the wilder- 
ness, 

On dry ground we covered about two hundred miles a 
day. We followed neither caravan-route nor camel-trails, 
but drove according to the directions of chance-met 
Arabs, some of whom would temporarily attach themselves 
to us as guides. Ali’s knowledge of the country had given 
out after we had passed the market-place of Aleppo. But 
if I ventured to reproach him, he warded it off with an 
ingenuous smile and the declaration that he had taken 
me to his heart, and that he really could not let me travel 
alone. 

He had indeed taken me to his heart, but at the same 
time he was quite ready for a joy-ride. It was his regard 
for me that was responsible for Ibrahim and the Ford. 
Goodness knows what profit he made on them! 

We passed many nights in the open, but sometimes 
found shelter in some Bedouin camp. Near the Khabur 
River we found Hajem-Pasha’s camp. The old chieftain 
was very ill with severe pneumonia, contracted in the 
marshes of the Euphrates plain. I could only stay a few 
hours with him, and then we drove on towards Deyr-ez- 
Zor. From the first French military post I sent a doctor, 
who had Hajem Pasha transferred to Aleppo ; but he died 
there a fortnight later. 

In this wild region there was only one bridge by which 
one could cross to the north-east side of the river. After 
eight days we found ourselves in the farthest corner of 
Mesopotamia, not far from the Turkish frontier, and here 
we “cruised”? about for days amongst minor Bedouin 
tribes. We passed dirty scattered villages with the 
sugar-loaf mud-huts of Fellaheen, mostly Circassians 
and Kurds. 
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But we learned to avoid them, for their over-zealous 
headsmen and officials always tried to stop our progress. 
They seized our passports and kept us waiting while they 
telephoned or telegraphed to Aleppo, Raqqa, or some such 
distant centre, for information about us. Sometimes it was 
days before we could move on. 

Taught by experience, we steered clear of villages, and 
this caused unusual excitement amongst the mounted 
constabulary. Once, near Hessedyi, we had a whole 
squadron after us. But even the best of their horses 
could not overtake our old Ford. They shot after us, 
but without more effect than that the body of our car 
carried a few bullet-holes as souvenirs. 

When we had almost reached the main objective of our 
journey, the Tai’Bedouins, a stroke of bad luck befell us. 
A French machine-gun automobile held us up and took us 
to the newly built fort opposite the fortified Turkish town 
of Nissibin. The French commandant summarily stated 
that on account of an armed rising, the territory of the Tai’ 
Bedouins was unsafe and his Government could not be 
responsible for the security of foreigners in it, and that we 
must return to the Khabur Bridge—about 150 miles as 
the crow flies. In addition, he ordered us to take as escort 
two Syrian soldiers into our already badly over-crowded 
car. The interview was short and sweet, and there was 
nothing for it but to submit. 

In our tumble-down car there were now no less than 
seven men: Ibrahim, Ali, two Bedouin rafigs, two 
soldiers, and myself; also a gazelle, a greyhound, and 
two hens. 

We were packed like sardines: we had to hold on to 
anything that we could and change grips when the hand 
threatened to go to sleep. But with thirteen arms 
interlaced (Ibrahim’s free arm controlled the steering- 
wheel) we prevented the car from falling apart, nor 
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could any passenger fall out without the knowledge of 
the others. 

All at once the car came to a stop. When Ali loosed his 
“ frozen” grip, we all automatically detached ourselves 
from the collective embrace and tumbled out (literally), 
bag and baggage. After collecting the scattered bags, 
boxes, tin-cans, guns, baskets, and pets, we turned our 
attention to the car. 

Ali tore out the seats and everything beneath them 
that was not bolted and riveted. The two Bedouins 
unscrewed and tested the sparking plugs, and pulled out 
wires, for all the world like ribbons from a Chinese 
conjuror’s blouse. 

Only Ibrahim maintained a semblance of calm. He 
leaned with crossed legs against the front of the car and 
meditatively stroked a string of blue beads, which hung 
over the radiator cap. 

“What is the object of those glass beads?” I asked. 

“ They bring good luck,” he replied dreamily. 

He then transferred his caresses to a bedraggled ostrich 
plume, stuck in the radiator cap. 

“ And this feather duster, what is that for ? ’’ I asked. 

“ This feather stands for strength, speed and endurance 
such as Allah has given to the male ostrich,” Ibrahim 
replied impressively. 

Now I knew ! 

Ibrahim twinkled at me with his one eye and with an 
air of superiority took the trouble in hand. Coolly he 
announced that the springs of the car had given away, 
and still worse, that the front axle was broken. 

“Then the ‘ wild ostrich’ cannot run any more,” I 
said sarcastically. 

Tbrahim now lost his lamblike patience. He darted a 
look of scorn at me and angrily chased the volunteer 
experts away from his car with some highly original 
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curses. The sleeping volcano had suddenly burst into 
activity. He replaced every screw, nut, sparking-plug 
and wire which his “ assistants”’ had pulled out. Then 
with the boards of a box and strips of a petrol can he 
made a “ splint’ for the broken axle. For this job he 
needed also wire or rope, of which unfortunately we had 
only a few odd bits. Ali’s shirt and my two (the only 
shirts amongst the seven travellers) had to serve as 
bandages for the broken limb of the “ wild ostrich.” As 
substitutes for the springs, Ibrahim cleverly fitted several 
padded boards over the rear axle. The result looked 
marvellous—but would it hold out ? 

We discarded all superfluous luggage, and even ate the 
two chickens. 

After a short rest in the shade of the car, we proceeded 
cautiously and slowly, with many “ Allahs,” “ Ahs,” and 
“Obs” over the fine, hard gravel. 

By a miracle we actually reached the Khabur about 
midnight, I embraced Ibrahim and took back everything 
IT had said about his “ wild ostrich.” 


CHAPTER XXIV 


WITH THE TAI’ AND SHAMMAR BEDOUINS 


French on our second attempt to reach the 
grazing-grounds of the Tai’ Bedouins under 
their Sheykh Muhamed Abd-er-Rachman at-Tai’. 

His great camp spread out in a verdant valley, threaded 
by along chain of rain-pools. Thesnow-covered mountain 
ranges of Kurdistan, stretching beyond the Turkish 
frontier, formed a picturesque background. Camels and 
great flocks of sheep grazed over the desert, which recent 
rains had turned into rich pasture. Dotted about in 
groups were the black tents of the Bedouins. A horseman 
came to meet us. A foal, so it seemed in the distance, 
pranced round its mother, but as the rider drew nearer 
we saw that the playful creature was a tame gazelle. 
The Bedouin rode a magnificent mare, that pranced on 
her feet like a dancer. 

“‘ Where is the abode of our host who will receive us ?’’ 
I inquired. He pointed to the black outline of the largest 
tent which showed from behind a ridge some distance 
away. 

“Ha-wallah—by God—there dwells the Generous 
One!’ He looked us over for a moment, then greeting 
us curtly, turned his horse and galloped away, the 
gazelle after him. 

As we neared the large tent the merry “ ringing” of 
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the coffee mortar bade us welcome. Malla Sulumeh, 
scribe to Sheykh Tai’, conducted us within. 

A considerable number of tribesmen were gathered in 
the roomy tent. As usual, the favourite falcon of the 
Sheykh stood perched on a camel-saddle. 

A slave removed the bird and placed cushions on the 
saddle for us, The coffee-cook poked apart the pieces of 
glowing desert roots on the hearth and poured between 
them dried camel-dung from a fold of his cloak. He blew 
energetically on the hard nuggets, the size of walnuts, 
until smail bright flames commenced to dance all over 
them. Then a large, beaked can was placed on the glow 
and it was not long before the coffee water boiled and 
bubbled over. “ Revive thy spirit !"’ said the ever-ready 
cup-bearer as he offered me the aromatic cup. 

Previously he had, in accordance with Bedouin 
practice, conscientiously wiped out every cup with the 
sleeve of his old shirt. Adroitly he held in his other hand 
four small china cups without handles, like so many eggs 
in a nest, and jingled them lightly one against the other. 

The coffee made the round. The favoured guests, 
whom the negro served first (unhappily I belonged to 
them) were the victims of especial politeness; before 
pouring the coffee he spat first into the cup and wiped it 
dry with his shirt-sleeve. Three times had I to endure 
this rite at the hands of the punctilious coffee-priest, who 
waited on us with the utmost solemnity on each occasion. 
Only then might I waggle the cup between my finger-tips 
in token of thanks and satisfaction and hand it back 
to him. 

A tribesman entered the tent with the information that 
the Chief’s hunting-party was returning. 

It was a wonderful sight as the horsemen drew up. 
There were about seventy of them, with hares, gazelles, 
and bustards hung over the withers and cruppers of their 
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mares. A pack of greyhounds had been unleashed and 
they immediately sought the shade of the tent, where 
they stretched themselves out with heaving flanks and 
hanging tongues. Several slaves got up and brought them 
water, which they lapped up thirstily. Meanwhile the 
tiders had dismounted, and unloosing the casting-leads 
of the hooded falcons set each bird on a padded perch 
before the rug of the Sheykh. 

Tai’ on alighting from his horse passed into the women’s 
apartment. After a while he appeared before us. In 
honour of his guest he had girded on an old sabre. 

We all stood up and greeted him. Ali came forward 
and kissed the Sheykh’s hand, and pressing it to his 
forehead, said in his extravagant manner : 

“Ya Muhafut—O Protector! God grant thee long 
life, most magnanimous of all Arabs!” 

Then Ali presented me to the Sheykh who embraced 
me. With simple and grave courtesy he said : 

“ Peace be with thee.” 

With a polite movement of his hand he indicated to 
me my seat and I sat down. 

After we had settled in our places Sheykh Tai’ rolled a 
cigarette and lighted it between his own lips before he 
handed it to me. 

Our host was a taJl man nearly as tall as Ali, but very 
slender and small-boned. Rarely have I seen such refined 
hands and feet in a man,—in fact his whole appearance 
was arresting. 

For a Bedouin he had an unusually pale complexion, 
set off by a brilliantly black beard and raven locks. He 
preferred to dress almost entirely in black. His Arab 
head-cloth, sandals, and soft camel-hair cloak were black, 
as well as the wide shaw] wound round his waist. Even 
his mare was black, a rare thing, for most Bedouins hold 
black horses in disfavour, Headstalls, halter, saddle, and 
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saddle-cloth—-all were black, relieved only by deicate 


silver embroidery and a few silver ornaments. His silver- 
hilted sword, too, was carried in a black scabbard, 

Sheykh Tai’ was vain. He loved arms and horses, but 
above all he adored his little son, Farhan. According to 
Ali, he had not much affection for his wives, who were 
reputed to be beauties; but he was proud of them as he 
was of all his possessions—his great herds and extensive 
lands. 

The Tai’ Bedouins kept relatively few camels, but large 
numbers of sheep and goats which suffer much from the 
depredations of wolves in spring and winter. Sheykh Tai, 
told me that these nimble-footed robbers from the 
inaccessible retreats of the Turkish Mountains had come 
down again into the snow-free lowlands. They had 
already attacked exposed Bedouin camps and caused 
great damage, although the watchful herdsmen had been 
continually on guard. 

Sheykh Tai’ was, like Nimrod, a “great hunter before the 
Lord,” and liked nothing better than to be riding abroad. 
On the eighth evening after our arrival he called a meeting 
of his sub-chiefs, and made known to them that he 
desired a great wolf drive organized for two days hence. 
Every tribesman with a horse was to join in the hunt, so 
as to provide a chain of beaters. Sheykh Tai’ himself, 
his lieutenants, and I, armed only with lances, were to 
ride down the wolves and spear them. This was not the 
usual method of hunting wolves, but is certainly more 
romantic and exciting than shooting them with long- 
range rifles from automobiles. 

‘When Sheykh Tai’ asked me if I knew how to handle a 
rumh (the Bedouin lance) I had to own my ignorance ; 
but it was not long before I learnt how to handle it under 
the tuition of my good friend. 

These spears are from fifteen to eighteen feet long, 
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They are of light bamboo, which the Bedouins cut in the 
swamps of the lower Euphrates. Below the triangular 
steel head they are decorated with tufts of the black and 
grey down-feathers of the ostrich, a few fluttering red 
ribbons, and tinkling coils of very thin silver chains. The 
butt is sheathed in a painted iron ferrule. 

When at the appointed hour beaters and followers had 
lined up at the Sheykh’s tent, and all was ready, Sheykh 
Tai’ rammed the butt of his lance into the ground and, 
using it as a vaulting-pole, leaped on his horse’s back. 

Besides Sheykh Tai’ and myself, only the sub-chiefs 
carried lances. The rest of the men took their rifles with 
them, but merely to start the game and for defence in 
case of an unexpected meeting with enemies. 

Sheykh Tai’s nine-year old son Farhan, with a heavy 
Mauser pisto] in his belt, accompanied us. His short, 
bare legs clung to the sides of an unsaddled mare, which 
he cleverly guided with his thighs and hands, and by his 
voice making her walk or gallop. 

An hour before sunrise we rode into the steppe, waking 
toaglorious morning. I was mounted on a spirited mare, 
very fast and of great endurance. Over three hundred 
armed beaters from the widely scattered tents of the Tai’ 
Bedouins had ridden out the previous day to the foothills 
of the Jabal-Sinjar, there to cut off the retreat of the 
wolves into the northern mountains. Bands of gazelles 
and many bustards and other fowl fled before us, But 
we left them untouched as we were after other game. 

Only when the left wing of our riders roused two wolves 
did we give chase. 

Wolves do not break cover and “‘ go away ”’ as foxes do, 
but there were other things to which one had to give 
attention in this hunt. Moles and burrowing mice had 
undermined the ground and more than half of our horses 
“ took a toss’ as they stepped into the hidden holes. 
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We galloped about twelve miles, and four or five wolves 
had been put up by the beaters. Our horsemen followed 
them tirelessly. I came so close to one animal that I 
could have almost touched his fur with my outstretched 
lance. My horse followed the runaway with the ardour 
of a bloodhound. I had therefore to give my undivided 
attention to the dangerous ground and repeatedly turned 
the mare aside, sometimes in the very nick of time, to 
prevent her floundering into one of the sandy burrows. 

The slender lance rested perfectly balanced in my 
hand. My wolf slackened speed somewhat and my mare 
gained on him. In a few moments we were on top of the 
shaggy brute. He loped along with his head on one side, 
watching me out of the comer of his eye. He was cunning 
enough to keep always the same distance from my mare’s 
fore-feet and just clear of the point of my lance. If I 
urged the mare to a spurt, the wary old robber increased 
his pace just sufficiently—imperceptibly but enough— 
to keep out of reach, At last, however, I thought my 
opportunity had come. With a vigorous thrust and a 
twist of the wrist I aimed my spear at the wolf's shoulder. 
I put the whole weight of my body into it, so certain was 
I that I should spear him. 

The tip of my lance actually grazed his pelt, but again 
the cunning old devil had the best of me, and slipped 
away from danger, and loped off. The lance drove full 
force into the ground and jerked me, as on a vaulting 
pole, high into the air. The shaft split into four parts, 
and I landed head over heels on the hard gravel beside my 
mare, which had come down on to her knees. Fortunately 
the damage to both of us was trifling ; a little skin grazed 
off, but that was all. I therefore mounted my good mare 
again. 

Sheykh Tai’, who had already speared one wolf, now 
joined the scattered group of riders to which I belonged. 
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He threw aside his lance and taking an automatic rifle 
from one of the beaters, galloped in pursuit of my wolf to 
prevent it getting clean away. With a long shot he 
smashed one of its hind legs. The wolf tumbled over 
several times and rolled on the ground, snapping at the 
broken leg, until a second bullet ended its life. 

Sheykh Tai’ threw several handfuls of sand over the 
spilled blood—for so desert custom demands. Blood is 
“ Haram,” that is ‘‘ forbidden.”’ Opening the jaws of the 
dead animal and pointing to the wicked fangs, he said : 
“Thou and I are kinsmen, for the traces which thou 
leavest behind are the same as mine.’ (We are both 
robbers, he meant—like all despised Bedouins.) 

Later in the day, as we galloped on, we sighted in the 
distance what at first we took for some of our mounted 
hunters driving wolves towards us. But they did 
not move. 

I thought I could recognize riderless horses, watching 
us with raised heads. But Sheykh Tai’ laughed and cried 
out to me that they were neither horses nor horsemen, but 
wild asses. I would not believe him at first, for the 
animals seemed too high in the leg. 

Sheykh Tai’ pointed out to me that the troop had a 
leader and this became apparent when the shy creatures 
ran off. We did not follow, and they disappeared into 
the clear distance of the Sinjar mountains. 

Fleeting shadows cast from above now hurried across 
the plain before our horses. I knew them of old from 
taids in the inner part of Arabia. They were the “ Sharers 
of the Prey.” 

Shading my eyes with my hand, I looked up to the sky 
where on motionless pinions the great vultures were 
sailing. They knew well the purpose of our ride; and 
they were sure of their feast of dead wolves. A wide- 
spread cloud of dust rose on the horizon and moved 
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towards us. These were the beaters, whose semicircle 
steadily narrowed as it drew near. They started hundreds 
of gazelles that fled past us, but Sheykh Tai’ and his men 
only shot a few fat bucks in their midst. 

During the day's hunting our party gave chase to fifteen 
wolves of which nine were killed. One of them had made 
a kill of two gazelle kids, whose remains were still lying 
about. The mother, who perhaps at first had fled, 
returned and stood nearby bleating, as gazelles will. 
I could not bear the pitiful cries of the poor animal and 
gave her the coup de gréce with a bullet. It was the only 
gazelle I have ever shot, for I could never bring myself 
to kill these beautiful, graceful creatures. 

It was evening before our body of huntsmen, laden 
with booty, arrived back in camp. 


Three days after the wolf-hunt a slave of Mishal ibn- 
Faris, Chief of the Shammar Bedouins, arrived, with an 
invitation to me from his master to visit him and his 
tribe, which was then camping south of the Jabal Sinjar. 
He also sent me as a present a golden-brown aba, such as 
is worn by the Shammar in Hayil. It was to serve as a 
symbol which would ensure a safe journey for me, and his 
slave would be my guide. 

The Shammar and the Tai’ Bedouins are hereditary 
enemies and their pasture lands are always, and especially 
now, very dangerous regions in which to wander. There- 
fore this was an act of particular courtesy and attention 
on the part of the old Sheykh to give me safe conduct 
to his camp. 

The following day I bade farewell to the Tai’ Bedouins. 
Unfortunately I could not accept the mare which their 
chieftain had offered me as a souvenir, for we had to 
travel by automobile. But I accepted two rarer gifts and 
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these heirlooms to boot. They were an ancient wood- 
carved coffee mortar which had been in the possession of 
Sheykh Tai’s family for generations. This pledge of his 
affection and friendship (as he called it) he had wrapped 
in an equally precious gift—three pieces of black cloth, 
artistically embroidered in gilt-silver thread, with verses 
from the Koran in Arabic calligraphy. They were choice 
pieces of the Ka’aba, which Sheykh Tai’s great-grand- 
fathers had brought many years ago from Mecca. 

Loath as I was to accept such precious gifts, I was 
constrained to do so, 

“We are brothers,” said Sheykh Tai’, “like the 
wolves. God be with thee! May He direct thy footsteps 
some future day into my dominions, so that I may meet 
thee again |” 

After bidding farewell to this wild, romantic but noble 
man, we cruised about in our old motor-car for five days 
along the southern foothills of the Jabal Sinjar, visiting 
the camps of various lesser tribes. Motor fuel we obtained 
from their Sheykhs. 

Nowadays nearly all of them own motor-cars, and on 
their migrations they carry a fairly large stock of petrol 
with them on their camels. 

At last we reached the wide plain through which runs 
the old historic caravan route from Deyr-ez-Zor to Mosul 
and Baghdad. There we found the first outposts of the 
Shammar, and there also we parted from the faithful 
Ibrahim. I paid him handsomely and sent the man back 
to Aleppo, with his “ wild ostrich,” happy and contented. 

Here, too, rain had fallen and transfigured the arid, 
yellow wastes into lush green meadows. From the small 
band of Shammar, our guide borrowed riding camels for 
our further journey, and we reached the camp of Misha] 
ibn-Faris on the following day. Of Mishal the Arabs 
say that “no cloud can be compared with him for 
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generosity.” I, too, must say that I have seldom met so 
unselfish and kind-hearted a man. 

Outside his large tent we drew up and dismounted. 
How many guest fires must have been lighted under this 
smoke-blackened roof, which had sheltered three genera- 
tions ! 

The elderly Sheykh stood on the threshold and bade me 
welcome with the sacred formula of the wilderness, the 
assurance of peace, “‘ Salam Alayk.” 

I responded in the manner of the desert: “ God keep 
thee well.”” Then, Mishal ibn-Faris took with his own 
hand the headstall from my mare and hung it on the 
main post of his tent. He had wanted to know me, he 
said, as soon as he had heard that a stranger, who loved 
Arab horses, was visiting the Tai’. 

I thanked him for his pleasant and friendly invitation. 
In his way of addressing me there was more than ordinary 
politeness. From now on, whether with them in person, 
or far away, I had the freedom of his tribe. 

Mishal ibn-Faris, the great Shammar Sheykh, esteemed 
from one end of the desert to the other for his staunch 
righteousness, had a peaceful and moderating influence 
on Bedouin politics, both in Mesopotamia and Syria. 
“A man without a single enemy,” Arabs have called 
him to me. 

I was Mishal’s guest for several weeks, In the company 
of his son Naif, I was able to look over a large number of 
Arab horses amongst the different Shammar clans. One 
two-year-old Saqlawi-Shaifi stallion of purest blood 
pleased me exceedingly. One day I inquired of the 
Sheykh’s secretary if he thought it possible that Mishal 
would sell this stallion. It had indeed come to my ears 
that Mishal had refused an offer of eight hundred gold 
pounds from the French Remount Service. From my 
experience I knew that really thoroughbred Arab horses 
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were quite rare and therefore exceedingly expensive. 
Considering the stallion’s breeding the French offer did 
certainly not appear too high, when one remembers that 
foreign military commissions and breeders have paid in 
the desert anything up to three thousand pounds gold 
for blue-blooded stallions. 

T asked the scribe to submit my offer to his Sheykh up 
to one thousand pounds gold. Talso declared myself ready 
to make the customary presents to the Katib (secretary) 
and to the slave who had looked after the stallion from 
birth. 

That same day I sat with Mishal and his son Naif 
and their friends until late into the night. By the light 
of the camp fire I showed them photographs of Arab 
horses, among them the stallions and mares which I had 
bought from the stud of Lady Anne Blunt’s daughter in 
England, for the Ranch in California. 

“Ts it known to thee,” asked Mishal “ that Lord Blunt 
and my father Faris formed a blood brotherhood fifty 
years ago? He, as thou, loved our fast and enduring 
runners, those ‘ Drinkers of the Wind,’ which Allah 
bestowed on our forefather Ishmaél.”” 

Neither the scribe nor anyone else said a word about 
the stallion, and I dared not ask again; for I imagined 
that Mishal was particularly fond of this young horse. 

The day of my departure came, The patriarchal 
Sheykh and I exchanged words of formal farewell. Then 
he led me aside and bade me sit down with him at the 
farthest tent-peg. After a few minutes of silence he took 
two documents from a leather pouch and said: ‘I have 
long noticed that thou hast taken the Saqlawi colt to thy 
heart. He is the best of our breeding, and I am happy 
to make thee a present of him, that thou mayest always 
remember our friendship and noble horses. Take the 
young stallion with thee and mention no thanks nor 
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price, so that this remembrance may live for ever 
unclouded in our hearts,” 

“The Lord be good to thee, O Mishal ibn-Faris,” I 
replied, “ for that I am allowed to part from thee with 
such happy memories.”’ 

What more could I say in response to his simple words ? 
I knew the Bedouins. To be open-handed makes most of 
them happy; and further, Mishal was a very rich man. 
To him “ belonged’’ not only the Shammar in the 
Northern Jesirah (Mesopotamia), but he actually owned 
sixty-nine villages and their cultivated lands on the 
Khabur River. I could only hope that God would grant 
me the opportunity some time of showing my heartfelt 
thanks to Mishal in some special way. 

One of the documents the Sheykh handed to me was a 
deed of gift and a token of his friendship ; the other set 
forth the pedigree of the colt. Mishal rose to his feet. 
He took me by the hand to set me on my way, and together 
we walked far out into the desert. He spoke no word and 
I made no attempt to break the silence. My eyes were 
held by the picture of the powerful young stallion which 
was being led ahead of us by Naif and a slave. Full of 
fire and grace, with prancing steps, he looked the living 
epitome of this wild and romantic land. 

‘When some tribesmen rode by on their mares, the 
young stallion stopped still, his whole body tense, neck 
arched, and small head held high. His chest quivered 
as he neighed in long-drawn silvery notes. His uplifted 
tail flowed out from his croup like a cascade of water. 
He was surely as magnificent as any of those aboriginal 
wild horses, which, according to Bedouin law, Ishmaél 
caught in the Nufud desert. “ Black-skinned antelopes 
(Kuhaylan) they were called of old, by reason of the black 
tims around the eyes, which make them look as if they 
had been painted with Kuki (pure antimony).” 
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The Sheykh at last called to my companions, who had 
gone ahead, to halt. Looking back Mishal and I saw the 
great camp a long way off. The old chief laid his hands 
in blessing on the forehead of the young stallion, and said 
to me: “‘ Amud,’ I have named thy stallion. It is a 
name of my people. The peace of God be with thee 
for ever!” 

Then he kissed both my cheeks and the hoof of the 
horse, and strode back to his tents. 


The French commandant at Deyr-ez-Zor had the two 
documents translated for me under his official seal. 

One document, bearing the seal of Mishal, mentions Sir 
Wilfrid S. Blunt as the friend of Faris Pasha al-Jarba 
and myself as Mishal’s own particular friend, and certified 
that he had presented to me the Saqlawi Shaifi stallion 
for love of me. The second document, setting forth the 
pedigree of the stallion, began and ended with excerpts 
from the Koran, the Hadith, and the Arabian poet Imr- 
ul-Quais. 

It bore the seals of three Shammar Shiyukhs—Mishal 
ibn Faris, Hassan al-Amud, and Jajan ibn Massiul, who 
testified regarding the horse as follows : “ It is a Saqlawi, 
and we bear witness before Allah that the young stallion 
is a Shaifi, bred of a Saqlawi-Shaifi of the same pedigree ; 
that the Grand-sire was a Saqlawi as was his dam a 
Saqlawiyah-Shaifiyah, whose noble race has remained 
pure and famous amongst us Arab people.” 


CHAPTER XXV 


HONOUR AMONG THIEVES 


T Deyr-ez-Zor I was eventually able to arrange 

A for the transfer of the young stallion to Egypt by 

way of Aleppo and Beyruth. It was a tremend- 

ous journey, as it had to be done on its own feet ; but 

by slow stages the Arab, who accompanied the horse, 

succeeded in delivering him in good condition to my 
friends in Egypt. 

Meanwhile Ali and I roamed farther afield and rode to 
the pasture-grounds of the Fid’an, then camped at the 
northern foot of the Bishri Mountains, west of the 
Euphrates. There, also, the tent of Mijhem ibn Meheyd 
was pitched, and he received us hospitably. We spent 
several pleasant days with him. 

He then led his tribe southwards into the Wudian area, 
east of the Hamad. We accompanied them through the 
Jabal Bishri and camped with them south of these hills. 
There I decided to say farewell to Ibn Meheyd, and bade 
Ali buy three especially strong dhaluls (racing-camels) and 
two mares. With Ali alone, and these animals, I struck 
through the Hamad desert, to make my way to the Ruala 
and to Damascus. On the first day we fell in with a small 
caravan of four men with twenty-odd camels and six 
stallions. 

From this combination alone (for Bedouins never ride 
stallions on a raid) it was clear they were peaceful 
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travellers. In fact they were Akheyl or camel-traders 
from Inner Arabia, who had purchased camels and young 
stallions from various Bedouin tribes on the Euphrates. 

Their kind is found everywhere in Arabia, Egypt, 
Syria, and Iraq. Almost invariably the Akheyl hail from 
Anayza and Buraida, two large oasis-towns of Kasim in 
the heart of Arabia. 

During spring they travel among the nomad Arabs and 
barter rice, coffee, sugar, arms, munitions, and gold for 
camels and colts. Bedouins have only begun to sell mares 
since the arrival of the automobile, which has displaced 
the horse for raiding purposes. 

These traders travel unmolested throughout Arabia 
and they pay the Sheykh of the tribe from which they 
purchase animals a small sum for the privilege of pursuing 
their business. Each trader has his own special tribe which 
he visits every year. 

On the second day, when we came on some rain-water 
left in the rocky hollows of a wadi, we decided to rest a 
while and let our mares drink their fil. We had hardly 
dismounted when two strange Bedouins on horseback 
suddenly appeared. Ali jumped on his mare’s back at 
once, and deserting me and our other animals, galloped 
away in the opposite direction from which the Bedouins 
had come, obviously seeking cover. 

“A ghazu!’’ he yelled as he rode away. 

The two strange Bedouins were armed. They were 
obviously not traders, as Ali had immediately perceived. 
More horsemen appeared and they began to fire at Ali 
and myself. My “ Powerful” protector, ducking low over 
his horse’s neck, made a comical picture. The hostile 
Bedouins were Fid’an, as I knew from their striped 
shepherd’s cloaks. To defend ourselves was useless, as we 
were surrounded. I threw my rifle on the ground and 
dropping my arms with the palms turned outwards, I 
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gave the ghazw horsemen to understand that we meant 
to offer no resistance. When they came within hearing 
1 shouted to them: 

‘We are Dakhil (inviolable). We ride under the 
countenance of thy Sheykh and our brother Mijhem 
ibn Meheyd.”’ 

But neither the leader nor his men took notice, but 
seized Ali (whom they had easily caught) and myself, 
and struck us for not taking off our clothing quickly 
enough. As Ali was being stripped he cried to their leader : 

“Hast thou no pity, plundering the friends of thy 
Sheykh like this?” The man only laughed and said 
mockingly : 

“ T know not of whom thou speakest. We know nobody, 
and pity we have left to God alone.” 

“Thou wilt be answerable for this act,” Ali shouted. 
“ Hasten thou to return our property, our horses and 
camels, and take thy hands from off my friend, the guest, 
of thy master.” 

In answer the leader flung away the garment, the 
pockets of which he was rifling, seized his rifle and with its 
butt hit Ali such a blow on the back of his head that he 
fell as dead, and remained inert on the ground. The 
Fid’an’s savage temper was aroused, and he continued to 
belabour the prostrate body with blows and kicks. 

I sprang at the brute and tried to pull him away. One 
of his comrades, however, thrust his rifle into my back. 1 
staggered, and before I could regain my balance, a hefty 
blow nearly broke my arm. The same blow caught me a 
glancing stroke on the head, hard enough to knock me out. 
I must have remained unconscious for hours. When I 
came to, the evening was already fading into twilight, 
and I found myself lying stark naked on the sand. Happily 
it had not been a hot day, for the sky was clouded. 
Nevertheless, I felt wretched enough, and my head and 
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arm ached. The blow had merely grazed the muscles of 
my arm, but I had a nasty wound over my temple. 

Not far from me Ali was lying on his back. To my 
horror he looked quite dead. 

Still numb, I tottered over to him. Thank heaven, he 
was very much alive and able to talk. The Fid’an had 
handled him worse than me, but his unfailing good humour 
was already returning. ‘“ They have taken everything 
from me,” he said, “‘ except their cursed lice” ; and he 
commenced to scratch himself ail over his naked body, 
protesting the while that he had left Aleppo quite clean. 

“‘ The sunburns are itching,”’ I said with a laugh; “it 
cannot be the vermin of our friends.” 

In the deepening dark, I noticed that a fire was burning 
behind a rise in the ground severa] hundred yards away, 
and I concluded that the Fid’an were camping there. 

Ali was still feeling too weak to walk with me, and I 
made my way alone to the fire. As I came near, I recog- 
nized the Fid’an sitting round the coffee-hearth. 

“‘ Dakhil ! Protection !” I cried out. 

One of the Bedouins sprang up, rifle in hand. He made 
teady to fire, throwing the clip of cartridges into the breach 
and slamming the lever down. Involuntarily I shut my 
eyes, and staggered when I heard the voice of the Akid 
(leader) call out to the man not to shoot. The shock had 
been so great, however, that my knees gave way, and I 
toppled over. The Akid, who had saved my life, came 
to me. He had a small goat-skin bag filled with liquid 
butter in his hand, and made me take a few sips, and 
immediately I felt better. 

He then led me to the fire and offered me coffee ; and 
I knew by that token that my life was now under his 
protection. 

IT asked him for our clothing. He wanted to return it 
to me, but the other men grumbled and protested, and I 
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had to be content with two old ragged herders’ cloaks, 
I threw one over my shoulders and with the other and a 
skin of butter, went back to Ali, and after he had gulped 
down some of the butter, I supported him to the 
camp fire. 

The Fid’an permitted us to seat ourselves among them, 
and Ali, too, was given coffee. It now turned out that our 
assailants were quite good fellows. Had we not started 
arguing when they fell upon us, we should have come off 
better. Now we were as safe among them as in Abraham’s 
bosom. 

In the course of our conversation that evening I remem- 
bered the letter from Amir Fuaz to Hajem Pasha, the 
missive that had created such a lively disturbance in 
Aleppo. 

“ Doest thou read Arabic ? ’’ I asked the Akid; and 
when, as I expected, he replied “No,” I continued : 
“Then dost thou at least know the signature of thy 
Sheykh and the seal of Amir Fuaz ?” 

Before his men the Fid’an dared not admit that this 
too was beyond him, so I asked for the pouch Ali used to 
carry on his body, containing the letter along with other 
treasures. 

Everybody listened respectfully to Ali’s reading of the 
letter. He read judiciously—only what was pleasant and 
polite ; all the rest he left out. The rascals hung on Ali’s 
lips and drank in every word that came from them. 
When he had finished reading and had kissed the signature 
and the seal, the men pressed round him and inspected 
with awe the astounding document ; and ignorant as 
they were of writing, they looked at it upside down ! 

The Aid was visibly uneasy, and for a while he and 
the others put their heads together and, after much 
gesticulation and muttering, he turned to Ali and me 
and fired a cross-examination of silly questions at us. 
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At last he seemed convinced that we had been wrongly 
treated, and he ordered his men to return our belongings 
to us. This naturally caused a small revolution, but the 
Akid knew how to make his influence felt, and after each 
of the men had in turn exhausted his protests against 
such a breach of the honour and the good customs of 
noble raiders, all our property was actually returned to 
us, with the exception only of my wrist-watch, which still 
remained on the arm of the leader. Ali noticed it, and 
greatly daring, cried out : “ Through thee the faith of thy 
Sheykh is blackened! Divest thyself of our property, if 
thou art our friend.” The Afid meekly handed over the 
watch, which Ali put on his own wrist. ‘‘ Let me take 
care of it for thee,”’ he said to me in his protective manner. 
He is actually “taking care” of my watch to this 
very day! 

Our Fid’an hosts numbered seventeen horsemen and 
eight camel-riders, who had come on the scene after the 
attack on us, A gang of typical desert outlaws. 

At the evening meal they spread a large leather 
camel-saddle cover for a table-cloth. Previously the 
dough for our bread had been kneaded on it. At other 
times it served as manger and watering-trough for the 
horses and camels, for it can be suspended by leather 
loops, one at each of the four corners. 

The Aid poured sour camels’ milk from a goat-skin 
into a wooden basin and handed it round. The few 
dhaluls were lying close to us. The red camp fire threw 
a glow of light over them, and their long shadows melted 
into the blackness of the night. For a moment I imagined 
myself surrounded by strange monsters. 

‘When I closed my eyes and heard only the belching 
and grunting of my table-companions, I could scarcely 
distinguish them from the camels chewing the cud. And 
Ali was the noisiest feeder of them all! 
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Next morning the Fid’ans proposed that they should 
join us with the idea of entering Ruala territory and 
lifting some camels. Nothing remained for Ali and myself 
but to make the best of these unwelcome proposals. We 
had to endure their company in the pious hope that 
somewhere we should fall in with the Ruala Bedouins. 


Two days later we camped at the well of Al-Hajal 
where our camels and horses were watered. One of the 
Fid’ans scraped a shallow hole in the soil and spread the 
saddle leather from one of the camels over it. Into 
this simple, but practical trough we poured the stale 
water from the well. 


After we had watered our animals we travelled onward 
in the dry bed of the Al-Hajal wadi. We were crossing a 
flat between two branches of it when suddenly shots rang 
out and bullets whistled over our heads. 

The Fid’an wheeled instantly to gallop out of range, but 
they did not get far. Our assailants, imperfectly visible 
but obviously numerous, followed up their warning 
volley with a raking fire that in as many seconds unhorsed 
four of the fugitives. Seeing that to escape was impossible, 
and to fight hopeless, they all stopped and signalled their 
surrender to the advancing force of camel-riders. More 
than a hundred of these had grown out of the ground, as 
it were, before my astonished eyes. The Fid’an had 
walked into a trap. They had been too reckless even to 
send scouts ahead. 

I knew instantly that the new-comers were Ruala. The 
Saba have as intimate a knowledge of that region, but 
only the Ruala take the field with so many fine racing- 
camels ; the Saba, like the Fid’an, favour horses. 
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“ The Lord be with us!’ exclaimed Matan, the leader 
of the Fid’an freebooters, now thoroughly frightened. He 
clearly thought himself lost ; and he had every reason to 
believe that I should use the opportunity of paying him 
back in kind. But I reassured him. ‘‘ We have made 
peace with thee,” I said, “ and I shall tell the leader of 
these Ruala that thou hast actually accorded us thy 
protection that we might safely reach the grazing-grounds 
of our friends, I shall ask him to permit thee and thy 
men this evening to camp in peace with the Ruala.” 

“ Truly, thou lightest up my countenance,” the Fid’an 
replied, overjoyed, “and I swear that I have now 
restored everything.” To my amazement I saw in his 
extended hand my costly compass, which I had supposed 
lost. 

The Ruala, swaying on the backs of lean dhaluls, were 
drawing nearer. Well ahead of them galloped a horseman 
ona “red” (brown) mare, obviously their leader, and I 
cantered to meet him. He had his Aaffiyah drawn over his 
face, so that when we met I could see only his eyes, and 
his voice came muffled : ‘‘ Who art thou, rider on the blue 
(grey) mare?” 

For answer I uncovered my face and said: “TI yield 
myself to thee. And all these men ”—pointing to Ali and 
the Fid’an—“ I put under thy protection, O Aid, in the 
name of my brother and thy Amir, Fuaz.’’ 

The Rueyli drove his heels into his mare so that she 
plunged wildly and he had great difficulty in controlling 
her. He pulled down his kaffiyah and I was greatly 
astonished to see that it was Fuaz himself, but beside 
himself with rage. ‘‘ Ride away, my brother,” he said 
“lest thy blood be answerable for my deeds. Like the 
panther I winded these dogs of Fid’an that dare to yelp 
in the grazing-grounds of the Ruala.” 

He was berserk, mad with the fighting frenzy of the 
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Sha'lan. He tossed off his cloak, which caught on his 
mare’s croup ; he bared his arms and chest ; he shifted 
his carbine from hand to hand while his horse curvetted 
under him. Argument was useless ; I could do only one 
thing, appeal to his Bedouin sense of honour. ‘“ These 
men whom thou dost behold,” I said, “have wholly 
refrained from shedding blood. And they have accom- 
panied me in the confidence that thou wouldst grant 
them freedom and safety, for the sake of the friendship 
between thee and me.” 

The young Sheykh had no word of reply for me, but 
his eyes spoke eloquently enough. They were full of hate 
and unbridled fury. Spasmodically he wheeled his poor 
mare in circles around me, himself driven by the pent-up 
storm within. I cried out to him at last to master 
his wrath and be his true self. Suddenly, he cantered 
back to his camel-riders waiting some distance away. 
I felt with instinctive certainty that the fit of rage was 
over, and that my Fid’an wards were safe. In spite of all, 
I could not help admiring him. Fuaz might have said 
to me; “Forget, Aziz, that you intended to put these 
robbers under my protection.’ But I had uttered the 
word dakhil “in the sight of God” in my appeal. No 
human ears had heard it except Fuaz’s and mine, yet God 
had heard ; and that was binding on a Bedouin conscience 
—even that of a robber chief. 

I assured the Fid’an that Amir Fuaz had taken them 
under his protection, and they had immediate confirmation 
of this when they saw the Rueyli riders dismount and 
proceed to make camp. The Fid’an in their place followed 
suit. For reasons of ceremony I remained with them for 
the time being. Presently Fuaz, accompanied by some 
of his men, strolled over and sat down by the Fid’an camp- 
fire. Nobody could have guessed from his manner that 
there had been any trouble. He was perfectly calm 
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and thanked his enemies for their companionship and 
protection of me on my journey. 

Only after coffee had made the rounds was there any 
mention of the Fid’an losses. The Ruala fire had cost 
them two mares and two dhaluls. Fuaz at once declared 
they should be recompensed by six of his best racing- 
camels. He was under no obligation to make any 
restitution ; but the magnanimity of an Arab Sheykh 
demands such acts of bounty. 

When the two strangely assorted companies separated 
on the following morning, Fuaz took the precaution of 
attaching one of his body-slaves to the Fid’an. He was 
to see them to the first rise of the Abu Rijmeyn, well 
beyond the Ruala territory. 


CHAPTER XXVI 


“THE STEALING OF THE MARE” 


MIR FUAZ had not brought his tribesmen to 
A al-Hajal for the purpose of routing out maraud- 
ing Fid’an. The encounter with them was 
accidental. The object of the Ruala ghazu (raid) was 
the recovery of a blood mare which the Saba had “ lifted ” 
a short time before. Falha, the ‘‘ Luckbringer” as she 
was called, was of the best strain in Arabia and famed 
throughout the land. As soon as Fuaz learned that she 
had been taken, he dispatched Mnahi to the Saba with 
an offer of forty camels for her restitution—an exceedingly 
high value to put on a mare. But the Saba declined the 
offer. The only alternative to buying back Falha, as the 
Saba well knew, would be taking her back by force ; and 
Fuaz honourably informed them that such was his inten- 
tion. This did not amount to a declaration of war. It 
was rather a knightly challenge, and the rules of the 
game involved the tacit understanding that no blood 
should be shed on either side. 

Fuaz’s scouts—Iyun, the “ eyes,”’ the Bedouins call 
them—had tracked the mare to a Saba encampment in 
the vicinity and had thoroughly reconnoitred its sur- 
roundings. They had discovered that the Saba camels 
and horses, including Falha, were grazing under the 
guard of only a few youths, in a depression several miles 
away from the main camp, some seventy tents strong. 

91 
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This disposition gave Fuaz twofold satisfaction. It 
would facilitate the execution of his plan to recover his 
mare by stratagem and confirmed his assumption that the 
Saba did not reckon with the possibility of a Ruala raid 
so soon, as very little rain had fallen in that region and 
travel therefore was still very difficult. They probably 
thought that the Ruala would not venture so far into the 
inner Hamad until much later, when water and pasture 
would be plentiful. It was clear at all events that, for 
the time being, Falha’s keepers felt themselves quite 
secure. Furthermore, if a skirmish proved unavoidable, 
the fighting would be away from the Saba tents, for 
Bedouins of noble lineage consider it barbarous to engage 
the enemy near their own camp. They believe that only 
the Turks, the “ Franks’ (Europeans) and the rulers 
of agricultural Arabia wage war in such a way as to 
endanger the women and children. 

Luck favoured Fuaz’s designs from beginning to end. 
We broke camp early in the morning and a few hours later 
circled round the pasture where the Saba horses were. 
Then we wheeled and got between them and the camp. 
The whole movement was made smoothly and without 
contact with our opponents. But now their outposts 
sighted our troop and sought to evade us and carry 
word to the camp. Our camel-riders easily caught the 
fugitives, who stopped when a few shots were fired over 
their heads and let themselves be taken without attempt- 
ing any defence. They were mere boys, fourteen to 
sixteen years of age. In rough jest their captors cut off 
some of their long plaits and with these bound them hand 
and foot. This was a terrible indignity to such proud lads, 
who set great store by their six or eight “‘ horns,” as the 
Arabs call these tresses. 

It was nearly midday when we reached the depression 
in which the horses were grazing. It was a lovely scene, 


“THE STEALING OF THE MARE” = 193 


the sky was blue, the brilliant spring sun warm and 
pleasant, and the air was filled with the sweet smell of the 
fresh herbage. The horses and camels ranged about, 
browsing quietly. Thesleepy herders were totally unaware 
of our presence until our camel-riders suddenly appeared 
over the lip of the depression. Then they awoke to a 
realization of what was happening. I was rather loath to 
disturb their dolce far niente; above all was I sorry for 
the Saba horses, which were to be so suddenly driven from 
their delectable pasture. 

The mares raised their heads inquisitively as the 
herders, rudely awakened from their siesta, sprang to 
their feet, and yelled warnings one to the other. A few of 
them were successful in loosening the woollen shackles 
of their horses, and, leaping on their backs, made their 
escape. They were but a handful, however, and of these 
two or three were eventually captured. 

The horses of the Saba became restive as the Ruala 
horsemen galloped about them, but, shackled by the 
fore legs, they could only hobble round helplessly. 

At last our people cut out some twenty horses, including 
Falha, the brown mare of our search. Falha was shackled 
with iron links instead of the usual woollen ropes. Amir 
Fuaz had brought with him a couple of files in anticipa- 
tion of such an eventuality. His delight on seeing Falha 
again was obvious; she was worth more to him and to 
the Ruala than all the rest of the horses put together. 
We now began in turns, two men at a time, to file through 
the iron shackles. When we had finished that task, Amir 
Fuaz kissed his mare’s hoofs with joy. 

Falha, feeling her freedom, commenced to prance and 
neigh while I held her by the halter. I begged Amir Fuaz 
to tie her to the saddle of my camel, so that I might lead 
her home. “ Ride her!” he replied, and explained that 
we must mount the captured horses in order to get as far 
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away from the enemy as possible in the shortest space 
of time. So I jumped on Falha’s back and galloped off 
with my friends to where the camel-riders with the 
prisoners were awaiting us. 

In all, the Ruala had seized twenty-three mares, As 
we bade farewell to the Saba herders, one of them, a 
young lad, stepped up to Amir Fuaz and cried : 

‘* Ayb !—Shame on thee.” 

“Who art thou?” asked the young Prince. 

“ Jaza ibn Ajlan.” 

“‘ And what is thy desire?” 

“ Behold—only with tears can I water Freyha (the 
Joybringer) when thou takest her away and she will not 
again have the milk of her Naga (Milch-camel), and 
Simiha (the Soft-one) and Nauma (the Sleepy-one) and 
her daughters will also mourn for her.” 

Amir Fuaz appreciated the lad’s grief for his lost mare 
and asked him further : 

“ And how old are Simiha and Nauma ? ” 

“ Simiha is one summer old and Nauma two, But see, 
Freyha is again in foal!” 

“ And therefore thou would’st have back the mother 
of thy foals ? ” 

“Not because of that, but because it is a shame that 
thou shouldst steal the wool-shackled mares from our 
pastures.” 

“ Did I not honourably warn you?” 

“We trusted thy word, which only referred to Falha, 
and therefore we shackled her with séee/; all the other 
mares had only woollen shackles.” 

Amir Fuaz looked thoughtfully into the distance and, 
as was his habit, toyed with his hair-plaits. Then twisting 
one of the locks round his index finger, he stared the 
young Saba straight in the eyes. 

“Thou art daring. But thou speakest the truth and I 
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am not offended. Now I understand why Falha alone 
wore iron shackles. Therefore I will reward thy trust. 
Falha is our booty ; take back what belongs to thee.” 

The Prince ordered his men to dismount from the 
captured mares and return them to the Saba, He also 
commanded Mnahi to take the plaits cut from the heads 
of the young Saba from his saddle-bag, into which he had 
stuffed them as souvenirs, and throw them away. 

As Fuaz noticed me sitting peacefully and satisfied on 
Falha, he burst out Jaughing and cried : 

“ Allah Karim !—God is benevolent! Look at Aziz. 
First he comes on a raid against us, then we capture him, 
and now he rides home on our best mare.” 

Ali, my gallant protector, who stood near, took up the 
joke : 

a Amir Fuaz will permit me to say that one must 
watch Aziz carefully or he may fiee to your enemies with 
Falha.” 

“ Allah give him strength!” said Fuaz. “ He rides 
with the panthers and the falcons!” 

“With the lions !’’ was Ali’s improvement. 

Despite their show of cheerfulness, I could see that 
it went hard with the Ruala tribesmen to watch the Saba 
ride off with the captured mares. But no one uttered a 
word of complaint against the magnanimous gesture of 
the chief, for generosity is held the highest virtue amongst 
the Bedouins. 

So we started on our long ride to the home camp, 
and eleven days later rested again under the hospitable 
roof of Nuri Sha’lan’s dwelling. 


new thunderstorms. 


CHAPTER XXVII 
ANAGA—THE FALCON 


THE FALCONER’S SONG 


Arise, my brother ! 

ie 3 peopes with the hungry cenit e 
t the icon upon my gauntletted fist, 

Bring the leashed hounds, 

And saddle my finely built dhalul* 

Tie my speediest horse to her girth— 

The mare of noble birth. 

Let us ride once more 

With the daughters of our blood, 

With the wandering herds and our tribe 

And the leader of our people. 

Beloved friends ! 

To-day we ride with jubilant song, 

Into the welcoming wilderness, 

The hounds accompanying us in joyous voice, 

And the mare with whinneying calls ; 

Never shall I tire of watching 

The wonderful flight of the proud falcon 

As he breasts the wind, 

And how his golden eyes hold 

The prey which his strong talons shall seize. 


The advance guard of the migrating Ruala had already 
reached the neighbourhood of the rain-pools of Khabra 
Mirfiah, whence every day messengers brought word of 
In that region we could therefore 
expect to find game in great numbers and Amir Fuaz had 
immediate preparations made for a great hunt with his 


falcons and greyhounds. 


+ Singular. Sluki. Greyhound, 


196 


* Recing-camel. 
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For two days prior to the hunt, falcons and Sulkan were 
given nothing to eat. The slender hounds, lying about 
half-starved between the legs of the camels, seemed 
skinnier than usual, and the hungry falcons complained, 
crooning loudly and anxiously when anyone passed near 
them. The slaves had hooded them now, with small 
helmets of red, blue, black or green. These pretty 
leather hoods were ornamented with gold and silver 
thread. 

On the appointed morning, when the hunt had 
assembled, Amir Fuaz mounted his war-mare. Dugan, 
one of his slaves, unhooded his pet falcon. Fuaz, about 
sixty paces away, gave the falconer’s cry and the bird 
straightened, recognizing its master’s voice. Dugan let 
go the jess which he had held in his gauntleted hand, and 
instantly the bird rose, and flying like an arrow to the 
Prince, settled on his raised right arm. Fuaz drew a hood 
over the Falcon’s eyes again. 

“ This is Anaga, the ‘ Meteor,’”’ he said to me. “ He 
drops from the upper sky and slays his opponent in the 
plunge. He can sail the higher heavens as safely as he 
can skim over the surface of the earth. To-day thou 
wilt see what Anaga can do.” 

At a sign from Amir Fuaz we set out. The “ whips” 
called their slim greyhounds by name: Shillah, Satha, 
Tarfa, and so forth. 

They were unleashed only when the last tents were 
jeft behind and there was no more danger of the large 
wolf-like watch-dogs and herd-dogs attacking the more 
delicate hounds and tearing them to pieces. 

Twelve of the Amir’s slaves carried hunting-hawks, 
each bird hooded and in full attire. Relatives of the 
Prince and other Ruala nobles also carried falcons on 
their mares, some of the birds bore on the riders’ 
gauntleted wrists, others, in fact the majority, on the 
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sheep-skin which is spread over the horse’s croup when 
the Bedouin goes hunting. 

The ‘‘Sala”’ or beater corps, comprising more than 
three hundred camel-riders and about two hundred 
horsemen, began to spread out right and left, to round 
up and drive the game towards the centre of our line. 
Ringed by the greyhounds, our wild troop galloped over 
the wide plain in the fresh morning air. Our hearts beat 
with excitement. It was to be an auspicious and lucky 
day according to every soothsayer whom Fuaz had 
consulted during the past days. 

The young Prince galloped at my side. On his raised 
fist sat Anaga in its red leather hood embroidered with 
gold thread, on the top of which was sewn a beautiful 
pearl, and instead of eyes there blazed on its sides two 
precious emeralds. 

“ Aziz,” cried Fuaz to me, “I love the wine of war— 
but oh! I also like to drink the milk of the chase. Is not 
hunting the sister of war and the quarry a warrior struck 
to earth?” 

He reined in, and I also pulled up my mare, to let the 
train of hunting comrades ride past. They were a splendid 
knightly troop, on beautiful mares and camels, the falcons 
balanced with outstretched wings on the wrists of the 
tiders and the croups of the galloping horses. Cloaks, 
manes, and tails, plaits and head-cloths, saddle trappings, 
fringes, and tassels flapped in the wind. The shout of 
men mingled with the thunder of hoofs, the neighing of 
the mares, the screams of the hawks and the baying 
of the hounds. 

Knee to knee I galloped on with Amir Fuaz. Sharp 
eyes decried a heron rising higher and higher into the 
blue, although herons are rarely seen in this part of 
Arabia. Probably this one was on its way to the marsh- 
lands of Southern Mesopotamia. The young Amir was 
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all excitement; he uttered piercing yells and cried 
rapturously : 

“ OQ my eye, my snatcher, there is thy prey!’ and with 
trembling fingers, still galloping, he attempted to remove 
the hood and leg-strap of the falcon. 

“© thou flash of lightning! O thou sword of the 
sky!” 

The Prince was particularly devoted to this falcon. 
It was a tercel through its fifth moult and a present from 
Ibn Khalifa, the Sheykh of Bahrein, who had procured 
it from the Bedouins of Jabal Shammar in exchange tor a 
valuable mare. Having taken off hood and leg-strap, 
Fuaz swung Anaga up and down on his fist and then 
sideways. 

“Open thy swift wings!” he cried. 

With easy beat of wings and whining cries the splendid 
bird rose into the air. Instinctively we drew rein 
to watch the spectacle. At first the falcon beat 
upward, but after a while he stooped and sailed in long 
flight close above the ground, without seeming to pay, 
any attention to the heron, 

One could only suppose that the bird took pleasure in 
the sweep of its flight and its skimming and turning close 
to the ground. Then with a bold, effortless swing, Anaga 
rose in wide spirals higher and higher into the sky. 

With short, vigorous wing-beats he flew above and 
beyond the heron. Suddenly Anaga turned, and with 
folded wings stooped upon the larger bird, but with a 
swift swerve the falcon shot past, and utilised the speed 
of his downward plunge for another upward curve, 
which brought him into the eye of the wind and to 
a higher and more advantageous position. There he 
circled, watching for a while ; then hovered in one spot 
motionless, like a star in the heavens. 

Fuaz, watching his pet, called out joyfully : 


200 THE BLACK TENTS OF ARABIA 


“ Now shalt thou see the heron falling into his claws as 
a fish into the fisherman’s net!” 

Still Anaga hung on motionless wings. Was he 
choosing the best course for his fateful plunge ? Suddenly 
he gave one beat of the wings and stooped, wings folded, 
legs pressed close to the body, hurtling down like a 
projectile. Yet the big heron saw the lunge in time to 
measure its pace and escape on rapidly beating wings. 
Instantly the hawk checked his plunge; with an almost 
imperceptible movement of the wings hechanged direction, 
and at once was in full cry after the heron. 

His triumphant “ ki-ki-ki” shrilled down to us. Now 
he lowered the path of his flight somewhat, closer to the 
heron; and now he swooped right over him, only his 
breast feathers touching, but the terrible gripping talon 
shot out and held the great bird by the neck. Tumbling 
over and over the locked combatants came dashing 
earthwards, Torn feathers were scattered in the air. In 
the headlong tumble the falcon managed always to keep 
on top, and finally to release himself from the dangerous 
wings of the heron and give him the death-stroke with 
his knife-like claws. Only an experienced falcon can so 
release itself at the right moment. 

The clever falcon was already soaring again when the 
body of his victim hit the ground with a dull thud. Then 
he shrieked triumphantly over his fallen foe and whirled 
aloft as straight as a fountain, only to return to us in an 
elegant curve. The wind whistled through its feathers as 
it swooped past our heads. In rapture Amir Fuaz cried 
to his hawk : 

“ Anaga, O thou Meteor, O snatcher, O my eye!” 

The blood-splashed, broad-shouldered falcon cooed 
happily as if he understood the compliment, and with 
outstretched talons and widespread pinions alighted 
gently on the raised fist of his master, who tenderly 
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stroked the dishevelled feathers. As if drunk with 
blood, the bird began to shake himself, fluffed his 
plumage and smoothed it again, and blinked his gold- 
rimmed black eyes with their grey lids. Anaga was a 
diabolical creature, truly a bandit ; but without doubt the 
crown of falconry amongst the Ruala was his by right. 

For his magnificent aerial combat the slaves rewarded 
Anaga with a live pin-tail grouse, which someone had 
caught. The falcon killed it by ripping its throat, tore 
out one wing, which he devoured, in order to reach lungs 
and heart. Then he tore and ate the strongest muscles 
of the breast. All else he left untouched. 

A horseman galloped towards two greyhounds dragging 
up the dead heron, and took the bird from them, The 
handsome crown feathers he plucked and presented to 
Amir Fuaz. 


Our beaters meanwhile had been starting hares and 
other small game. The falcons used for such small fry 
were not of the same noble class as Anaga. The seemingly- 
helpless hares had a means of defence, dangerous to their 
attackers, in the earth, which they can hug so closely 
and on which they can twist and double so quickly. 
One of the falcons broke its neck stooping too low, and 
another injured its wings so badly that it could no longer 
fly. But in spite of all, most of the hawks were clever 
enough to make their kills by driving their talons 
between the hares’ ribs into their lungs. After a kill the 
huntsmen had to hurry and throw a cloak over the 
falcon to prevent it feeding on its quarry before the hare’s 
throat was slit. This prescribed method of slaughtering is 
not peculiar to the Jews only, but to the Ishmaelites also, 
for meat from which the blood has not been drained is 
forbidden as human food. 
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The greyhounds were also set on the hares, but always 
in pairs. One dog gave chase, while the other cut off the 
hare’s flight in another direction. But to catch the hare 
was no easy task, and many a greyhound took a somer- 
sault when a hare doubled suddenly. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


THE YOUNG GAZELLE BUCK 


FALCON suddenly left his riding-perch amidst 

the advancing hunt and flew back. The hunts- 

men called to him threateningly, but in vain. 
Like an arrow he darted so close past the neck of my 
horse that automatically I leaned out of the saddle to 
avoid being struck. He turned in a flash and landed not 
far from me. I reined in and watched. With his out- 
spread tail propped on the ground the falcon was 
grappling a snake in his talons, and with his beak striking 
at its elusive head. The snake writhed and coiled round 
the bird spasmodically, but could get no purchase on the 
plumage. At last, the falcon seized the viper’s head and 
with a few circular movements twisted it off. A number 
of other huntsmen had stopped to watch the snake-killer 
at work, but when the struggle was over, and the bird 
started to eat its kill, one of them cried commandingly : 

“ Suhayl !”* 

Obediently the hawk left his quarry and flew towards 
the upheld fist of the falconer, but just as he seemed about 
to settle on it he suddenly veered, shot upward, and swept 
away like a stone hurled from a catapult. For a moment 
he hovered, high in the sky, then passed from our sight 
for ever. 

“The devil!’ cried someone, and laughed. 

“He is truly a devil!” remarked Amir Fuaz. “ Few 
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falcons have such sight and still fewer such spirit. It is 
well that he seeks a mate, God grant that one day we 
may find his brood!” 

The call of the wild had lured Suhayl away, and he had 
obeyed the impulse of his blood. 


With loud cries the Bedouins urged their mares forward, 
again racing each other. For to-day, however, though it 
was still early, the chase was over; for the heat of the 
sun is considered harmful to both greyhounds and 
falcons. 

Amir Fuaz gave the order to rally, and we all proceeded 
to the previously appointed camping-place, where after 
awhile the pack-camels arrived with waterskins. In a 
straight line we were, at the most, seven miles from the 
main Ruala camp, but in our criss-cross riding we had 
covered nearly thrice that distance. 

When fuel had been collected, coffee was made and 
hares and bustards roasted. From all quarters riders 
came in on breathless horses. Groups of men clustered 
round the small fires. The camel-riders of our beater- 
corps trickled in, bringing an abundance of game,— 
pin-tail grouse, bustards, hares, foxes, badgers, gazelles. 
All the carcasses were ranged on the ground near Amir 
Fuaz and the other Shiyukhs. 

The thirsty mares were watered only after they had 
rested awhile, but the panting and tired greyhounds had 
water splashed into their mouths immediately. The 
falconers placed their hawks in cooking-vessels partly 
filled with water, wherein the dusty birds fluffed and 
preened their feathers. 

Huntsmen lay at ease, sipping coffee and talking. 

Near me a fine, full-grown reddish-brown falcon sat 
captive on a horizontal perch. It fluttered its wings and 
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tried to fly away, but a strong leather strap held it fast. 
It had been captured only two days before, and its 
eyelids were still sewn together, as is the Bedouin practice 
with newly-caught hawks. Dugan, the hawking-slave, 
had brought this wild bird along to accustom it to the 
Tiding. 

Towards evening Fuaz sent some horsemen to the 
tribal encampment (the Ruala were in migration), to 
ascertain where his tent was pitched, and after supper, 
under the shining moon, we all set out for it. 

That moonlight ride through the tranquil night was a 
wonderful experience. Widely spread out, in smaller or 
larger groups, we rode along at a walk. Mnahi, chief of the 
Amir’s body-guard, beat time to the Bedouin songs, which 
from a distance sounded like a faint ‘‘ Yo-ho-loo-oo, 
Yo-ho-loo-00.” 

Riding up a rise, I could fancy that the earth ended 
beyond it ; I always expected to find a dark abyss with an 
illuminated ocean, opal light and stars rising from its 
depths. 

Lights did in fact appear as we topped one ridge—red 
camp-fires. They covered the plain below far and wide. 
It was a great Ruala encampment that lay before us in 
the shimmering moonlight—a magic picture, a fairy- 
tale of the desert. Distant murmurs fell on our ears, 
bringing a touch of reality to the unreal. 

We rode down, a wave of singing horsemen, that 
melted away into the shadows of the black tents. Here 
we dismounted, tied our horses to the tent ropes, and 
entered the goat-hair roofs to sit round the camel-dung 
fires. 

After midnight the parties broke up and we returned 
to our own camping-place. The Bedouins love these 
nocturnal palavers and, when not wandering, rest during 
the day in preparation for the long evening sittings. 
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We rolled up in our sheepskins for some hours, close to 
the fire, for the night had turned bitterly cold. Scarcely 
had we fallen asleep when it seemed to be time to get up 
again. It was still dark. Muffled figures rose and moved 
to the glowing embers, warmed their hands over them 
and thrust twigs into them to light their cigarettes. 

“Get up, children ! ” was the cry. 

The slaves went down the lines of camels, took off their 
woollen knee-hobbles and kicked or slapped them on the 
flanks. One by one the dhaluls, shadowy in the dark, rose 
and were saddled. The mares were as yet spared ; they 
were to be ridden only in the chase. We led them with us, 
as usual, tied to our camels. 

Dawn passed into a glowing, golden morning. Far out 
over the plain everything appeared pure and transparent, 
even in the farthest distance. Our spirits were refreshed, 
our senses awakened. The hunters changed from camel 
to horseback when we neared the ponds of Khabra 
Mirfiyah, toward which ran many gazelle tracks. 

Our beaters swarmed out and quickly put up a troop 
of gazelles which they drove towards us. 

The wild hunt was up. Halloo! How our mares 
stretched out! How the hoofs flew, as hunters and 
hunted spread out over the plain and the drivers put up 
ever new herds before them! 

A group of riders, of which I was one, came almost 

within striking distance of one band, but the fleet gazelles 
always managed to elude us. The headlong ride had 
already lasted more than an hour, and our horses 
trembled and panted from exhaustion. Some gazelles 
had succeeded in breaking through the scattered line of 
hunters. 

Amir Fuaz and his men now unhooded and released 
their falcons. The liberated birds shot away. With 
incredible speed they overtook the gazelles and chose 
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their victims. At first they flew above them close to the 
ground, then swept forward and obtained a hold between 
their horns or on their necks. With desperate plunges 
and side-springs the terrified gazelles endeavoured to 
free themselves from their murderous assailants, but 
without avail. With their talons hooked in the scalp or 
the eye-sockets of the gazelles the falcons struck wildly 
with their wings and beaks at their eyes to impede their 
progress. 

Horrified, I reined in my mare. A blinded gazelle 
dashed past me, but she was no longer able to escape the 
pack of greyhounds which, overtaking her, seized her 
hocks which they did not release even when they tumbled 
over and over. From the swirling cloud of dust came the 
bleating, bellowing, and groaning of the stricken gazelle, 
which ceased only when the huntsmen, racing up, put an 
end to the animal's suffering. 

The falcons soared above the heads of men and 
beasts, all wild with the excitement and the lust of 
killing. The beautiful defenceless gazelles lay quivering 
on the sand. 

Five gazelles fell victim to the falcons and greyhound 
at the first charge, and thirty-one more before the 
huntsmen decided they had had enough and turned 
homeward. 

The gamest fight I have ever seen was put up by a 
young gazelle buck. He had succeeded in shaking off 
two falcons and goring a greyhound, and had reached 
temporary safety. We could still see him quite clearly, 
but a long way off, standing on the watch, waiting. Our 
extended line of mounted beaters converged to hem him 
in, and the hunt of the poor buck started afresh. In my 
heart I prayed that the gallant fellow might escape for 
good, but it looked as if he were spent. Our horsemen 
drew neater and nearer and, when the ring had reached 
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striking distance, three strong hawks flew at the buck. In 
no time they were upon him ; and once more we beheld a 
desperate contest. 

The Ruala had agreed that this fight was to be fought 
out by the falcons alone, without help from the grey- 
hounds. 

Our troop of horsemen galloped shouting after the 
fleeing buck. He was not a hundred horse-lengths ahead, 
so that we could clearly follow his contest with the three 
falcons, and we came steadily nearer. Suddenly he would 
swerve away, throw himself on the ground, turn somer- 
saults and speed on again, doubling right and left. It 
was no easy task for the falcons to get the better of this 
master of the art of defence. 

It was probably not his first fight against the terrible 
hunting-hawks. 

These hawks, too, were masters in their way. Despite 
the buck’s resourcefulness, two of them managed at last 
to fasten on his head and neck. Suddenly riotous shouts 
of applause from the huntsmen rose above the panting 
of the horses and the drumming of their hoofs, But 
these plaudits were not for the falcons, they were for 
the doughty buck. He had checked abruptly in mid- 
career and leaped bolt-upright in the air. With the same 
mighty swing he threw himself on the ground, tumbled 
over, and, with a side-long thrust of the head, drove 
his small dirk-like horns into the ground, and 
executed a few more somersaults, having maimed one 
hawk, gored another to death, and crushed the third, 
which had fastened upon him but a few moments 
before. 

It looked as if the buck could never rise again, that all 
his delicate bones must be broken. 

The whole episode had taken place with the speed of 
lightning—and there was the desperate animal on his legs 
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again, and off in full flight once more, before one had time 
to take in what had happened. 

Fearing that the buck would be lost, they unleashed 
the greyhounds after all; but it was too late. The hounds 
chased for some time after the little cloud of dust far 
ahead of them, but the hero of the day disappeared in 
the glassy distance. 

“Ya ishli—ya ishli!” the huntsmen shouted—the 
rallying cry of the Bedouin to his hounds, 

Our ride back was not like our merry ride out in the 
morning. Many of our mares were lame, yet they had to 
carry not only their tired masters, but the best part of 
the hunting trophies; and several injured greyhounds 
into the bargain. 

Noticing on Amir Fuaz’s aba droppings of his falcon, I 
attempted to brush it off, but the young Prince stopped 
me and said proudly: ‘“‘ No—no, Aziz! The excrement 
of the noble falcons stamp us with the hallmark of noble 
birth.” 

His words explained better than any conception of 
mine the true inwardness of these hunts; they are 
considered noble and honourable. The nobility of the 
desert (its “ large-eyedness’’ as the Bedouins call it) 
must be experienced and tested; but noble and large- 
eyed as the Bedouins are, so are also their horses, camels, 
greyhounds, and falcons, and no less the Bedouin’s prey— 
gazelles, antelopes, and ostriches. 

But the ignoble man or beast the wandering Arab 
despises. He holds them beyond the pale, beyond the 
law of the desert . . . 

“", . . die that they might have new life ; 


For only what is weakling dies, 
That what is strong may live.” 
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APPENDIX A 
THE ARAB AND HIS HORSE 


“ God created the first man of earth, but he made the horse out of the 
wind.” (Arab Proverb.) 


HIS appendix on the Arab horse must necessarily, 

] from the intricacy of the subject and its length, 

take, to some degree, the form of notes and be 
somewhat disconnected. The Author hopes that they 
will, however, prove interesting to horse-lovers. 

I could not write about the Arab horse without 
recalling three names that will for ever be famous for their 
connection with the horse of the desert :— 

(i) Mr. Darley, one time British consul at Aleppo, 
whose famous Arab stallion, Manak, laid the foundation 
of the thoroughbred race-horse. 

(ii) Lady Anne Blunt, who saved in England the blood 
of the authentic Arab horse, and 

(iii) Mr. W. K. Kellogg of California, who did in 
America what Lady Anne Blunt did in England. 

As had often happened in the past, towards the end 
of the seventeenth century, the wandering Arabs, the 
Bedouins of Nejd {in the neighbourhood of the Nufud 
desert) were forced to leave their homeland in the heart 
of Arabia. Successive years of drought and famine 
forced a number of tribes to migrate in search of better 
pastures to the far-distant north Arabian wilderness. 
One particular tribe was the Fid’an, a section of the 
Anaza people, who with their camel-herds and horses 
actually crossed the chain of hills that stretches from 
Damascus to the banks of the Euphrates near Deyr- 
ez-Zor. 
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This was a revolutionary development in the tribal life 
of Central Arabia, but the greater migration of the 
Anaza and Shammar Bedouins to the Northern pastures 
of Syria and Iraq, took place just as suddenly and 
extended as far as the Middle Euphrates and to the very 
gates of Damascus, and, as in the case of the Fid’an— 
even to the immediate neighbourhood of Aleppo. 

Mr. Darley, at that time British Consul in Aleppo, a 
sportsman of unusual qualities, with intuitive foresight, 
and inspired by his love of horses, interested himself in 
the life of these strange Bedouins who had appeared out 
of the wilderness to spend the summer months so far 
North, travelling a thousand miles or more from their 
ancient pasture grounds in the neighbourhood of the 
holy cities of Mecca and Medina. 

Mr. Darley became a friend of their Sheykh and went 
hunting with their old chief, falcon on wrist, and with 
the Sluki, the fleet Arabian greyhound, coursing beside 
their mares. He gained an intimate knowledge of the 
rare Arab horse and, what was more, he got to know 
their points. He overlooked purposely the high-legged 
or muscular types, and marked down the lean, erey- 
hound-like strain of the Mu’niqi, the race-horse type. He 
found a pure stallion which, though on the small side, he 
knew could be successfully mated with a large mare to 
produce progeny of the size of the Dam and not of the 
Sire. He did not look for a mare, therefore, and selected 
the stallion Manak (undoubtedly a Mu’niqi—‘ a long- 
necked-one ’), and shipped him to England in 1705. Mr. 
Darley’s brother in England was the recipient of this 
most valuable of all Oriental horses which have ever 
come to Europe within historical times. However, it 
was not before ten years had passed that the “ Darley 
Arabian” (this stallion Manak) produced Flying 
Childers. The first volume of the English studbook was 
not published until 1808, but dating from the time of 
the Darley Arabian an organized effort was made to 
collect and preserve igrees and records. 

The foundation of the English thoroughbred race- 
horse rests solidly and historically on three Oriental 
horses: the Byerley Turk (from whom Herod was 
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descended), the Darley Arabian (the ancestor of Eclipse), 
and the Godolphin Barb (the Grand Sire of Matchern). 
All hackney pedigrees as well are traced back to Flying 
Childers, the speediest race-horse of his time, since it was 
Blaze, son of Flying Childers, who, bred to a Norfolk 
mare about 1755, produced Shales, the first typical 
hackney. 

Almost two hundred years after the importation of 
this famous stallion through an English gentleman, we 
find an English lady, with her husband, Sir Wilfred 
Scawen Blunt, undertaking in 1879 one of the strangest 
honeymoon trips that could ever be conceived. ‘‘ How 
eccentric!’’ said stay-at-home-people, shocked to the 
heart. 

But Lady Anne Blunt had a warm-hearted love for the 
Arab horse, and she made this journey to Nejd, into the 
very heart of the mystic Arabian peninsula, a sacred 
pilgrimage. She passed through the red sand desert of 
the Nufud, the cradle of the Arab race, and reached 
the Shammar mountains and Hayil, the seat of Ibn 
Rashid. 

Lady Anne Blunt did not set forth on this pilgrimage 
to repeat Mr. Darley’s feat. She did not want the Arab 
to take the place of this or that established type, which 
had been created for special purposes. The Arab was not 
to become a competitor of the English thoroughbred, the 
world’s greatest race-horse. She wanted to save the rare 
blood of the Arab, so that he might perpetuate outside 
Arabia his own type and special qualities of health, 
power, endurance, and beauty. 

The Asi (“‘ Genuine” or ‘‘ Noble”) Arab was indeed 
already dying out, not because he did not reproduce 
or was killed off, but because his blood was continually 
and increasingly contaminated by careless breeding, even 
among the wandering Bedouins of the inner deserts. 

The true Arab horse has always been a source of esthetic 
interest—a work of art no less precious than are those 
masterpieces of painting and sculpture and poetry which 
the world will not willingly allow to decay. It is neither 
bold nor challenging to credit the Arabian horse with 
perfection. To this creature, indeed, beyond all others 
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that man has subjected to his hand, has been vouch- 
safed a beauty that is spiritual as well as physical, to 
captivate man’s soul. 

Yet above this sentimental value there stood in Lady 
Anne Blunt’s mind a project whereby this unspoiled 
blood could be turned to useful purpose. She determined 
to found an Arab stud in England and another in Egypt, 
the Egyptian stud to be the “‘ link” between the Desert 
and Europe. 

Lady Anne Blunt wanted to save the authentic strains. 
She took into account the conformation, exterior, and 
soundness of the whole horse, and was not content with 
“plood ” and “ pedigree,”—the latter difficult enough to 
obtain, because written affirmations of the descent and 
breeding of Arab horses are only given on demand, and 
records are not kept except in the memory of the breeders 
and their families. Rather she tried to secure the finest 
and rarest specimens, as pure in blood as the wild panther 
or antelope, and she considered (as the Bedouin does) that, 
if necessary, in-breeding, and even incestuous breeding 
would be the highest test of pure blood in Arabian horses. 

After her return from Nejd, she established her world- 
famous studs—one at Crabbet Park, near Three Bridges, 
Sussex, and the other at Sheykh Obeyd, near Cairo, 
Egypt. The journey to the heart of Arabia was not the 
only one she undertook in Bedouin lands. She travelled 
extensively all her life over the deserts of Northern 
Arabia, Syria, and Iraq, though she has spent most of 
her time in Egypt sending emissaries all over Arabia and 
keeping in close touch with all the famous Arab breeders 
in Russia, Germany, Hungary, France, America, India, 
and Australia. She bought Arab horses from almost 
every genuine Bedouin tribe—the Ruala, Saba’, Fid’an, 
Amarat, Wuld ’Ali, Shammar, Mutayr, Atayban, and 
Ajman ; also from the Princes of Arabia, and from that 
‘fanatical but glorious ”’ breeder (as he has been called) : 
Ali Pasha Sherif, of Egypt. 

“ Our beloved Lady of the Horses ’--the name given 
to her by Arabs of Nejd, who visited her home and 
stables in Egypt quite often—died at her Egyptian stud 
in 1917 during the world war. Her death was a terrible 
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blow to the future breeding of Arabian horses. As her 
daughter, Lady Wentworth, was in England, and unable 
to reach her even to arrange the settlement of the 
estate personally, this world-famous stud at Sheykh 
Obeyd was auctioned off by Government decree and the 
priceless collection of horses scattered all over the Near 
East, to various owners. A life’s work was almost 
destroyed and would have been entirely so, if it had not 
been for the stud in England. Though I have wandered 
so much amongst and with so many Bedouin tribes, in 
search of superior horses, and have acquired valuable 
creatures and exported them to almost every known Arab 
stud outside Arabia, and have bred Arabs myself, I have to 
confess that some of the finest horses I ever secured were 
fourteen stallions, mares and foals from Lady Anne 
Blunt’s stud in England. This splendid troop was 
shipped to the United States of America at the expense 
of Mr. W. K. Kellogg, of Battle Creek, Michigan, and 
was eventually presented to the State of California with 
Mr. Kellogg’s ranch and seventy-nine other Arab horses. 
With this munificent gift went £150,000 to endow the 
ranch as an educational breeding station under the egis 
of the California University. A young stallion on this 
ranch is now Champion Arab horse of the world. 

The vision and the work of Lady Anne Blunt in her 
mission of rescuing and perpetuating the pure Arab 
blood outside Arabia, has been fulfilled. The generosity 
of Mr. W. K. Kellogg, and the sacrifice of Lady Went- 
worth in letting such a number of the very best of her 
horses go to America, have accomplished something we 
cannot yet fully appreciate; but generations to come 
will undoubtedly do so. 

The world pays tribute already to these two studs in 
America and England, for stallions and mares are pur- 
chased there to go even to the land of their ancestors, to 
Transjordan, Palestine, and Egypt. Others go to India, 
to Australia, South Africa, South America, and almost to 
every Government stud on the Continent. I know of 
Frenchmen, Poles, Hungarians, and Spaniards, of Ameri- 
cans and Australians, who have visited Near Eastern 
countries and Northern Arabia, the Persian Gulf, and 
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other Arab lands in search of the authentic Bedouin 
horses. They have returned disappointed and, after 
visiting the studs in California or England, have been 
delighted and happy to be able to purchase such true 
Arabs on American or British soil. 

Britain and America have become known as the 
breeders’ paradise. Breeding is done there with that 
faithfulness and thorough understanding which comes 
from the practical experience of many generations. 
Standards of perfection, once attained, are jealously 
preserved. This is the secret of successful breeding any- 
where, and it has also been recognized amongst the 
breeders of Arab horses and of Anglo-Arabs and of other 
crosses with the “ Desert ” blood. 

The surprising fact about Arab stallions of the same 
size is that they have been used throughout the last six 
hundred years to produce such different types as the 
small Welsh mountain pony and the Percherons, A 
“‘ Moorish ” stallion from a pirate ship that went on the 
rocks off the coast of Wales, was brought safely ashore 
and used in breeding with native mares of the mountains. 
The Percheron, a competitor to the very heavy Shire 
horse, is also the result of far-sighted wisdom. After the 
victorious battle of Poitier, when the men of Charles 
Martel smashed the invading Arabs, farmers of this 
French province captured several Arab stallions and 
bred their heavy mares to these elegant sires. The 
progeny did not lose weight, frame, or size. It would 
have done, however, if the horses of the invaders had 
been mares and the farmers had bred them to their great 
stallions. 

I have already mentioned the thoroughbred race- 
horse of England, and the hackney ; other well-known 
breeds of horses, descending through “ native’? Arab 
stock are the Orloff, of Russia, the trotting horse 
(Morgan horse) of America, the Kentucky saddle-horse, 
the Pinto, Mustang, and similar semi-wild horses of 
North and South America, the Andalusian of Spain, 
the Lippizaner of Austria, the German “ Warmblut ” 
of East Prussia and Hannover, the Hungarian, and 
many more. The Turk, Persian, Barb, Syrian, Egyptian, 
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and others are Near Eastern (‘ Oriental”) horses of 
more or Jess Arabian blood, but they should never be 
confused with the genuine desert animal of Arabia, which 
alone has been the decisive factor in the creation of 
new types for special purposes. 

Indeed, I found this fact very confusing when I first 
visited Arab lands, and became acquainted with horses 
in Morocco, Algiers, Tunis, Tripolis, Egypt, Syria, Iraq, 
Persia, and Asia Minor. I was looking for the genuine 
Arab, but not in Arabia! 

On my way from Northern Africa to Arabia, more 
than twenty years ago, while I was staying in Alexandria 
for a few days, I was invited to visit ‘“‘ Montaza,” the 
stables of the Khedive of Egypt. I took delight in 
the great number of fine saddle and harness horses, 
mostly of Arabian blood, but I did not see one of those 
ideal Arabs which I had admired in Lady Anne Blunt’s 
books, in the paintings in European galleries, and in 
antique sculpture, which in the frieze of the Parthenon 
achieves such exceptional beauty. I was told by the 
Egyptian officer, who acted as my guide, that the horses 
7 ane Khedive’s stables were mostly Syrian and country- 

red. 

“ But,” the officer added, “ I have kept back our real 
Arabs to enable you to compare them with these others. 
We have only three of the genuine class here, since it is 
late in the season. The rest have been removed by His 
Majesty's order to the Palace of Kubba in Cairo,” 

We walked over to a building in Moorish-Kiosk style, 
and on our approach a sais led towards us a magnificent 
chestnut stallion with an iridescent sheen on his satin 
coat. What charm and grace there were in his movements, 
though he only walked! How royally he bore himself ! 
My heart was filled with wonder and joy. I repeated to 
myself: “ There he is, the genuine, authentic Arab!” 
As by some magnetic power I was drawn to this realiza- 
tion of my dreams, but as I was about to touch him, a 
tobed figure, a slender, bearded Bedouin pushed gently, 
unobtrusively against me as he silently strode past, and 
I stopped, uncertain. The Bedouin seemed to belong to 
the Arabian horse as naturally as the date palm belongs 
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to the sand-dune, and he led the stallion away, not by a 
halter (for the safs had unsnapped the leader-line from 
the head strap), but just by soft words. 

It appeared to me for a moment that the horse was 
being jealously guarded. But I was mistaken. At the 
entrance to the stable he wheeled and, unchecked, came 
trotting back to the place where the officer and I were 
standing. He stood before me, neighing with pleasure. 
I touched his muzzle and his forehead; I stroked his 
mane, his powerful neck, his broad, golden back; I 
lifted his feet ; I felt his muscles and tried to press my 
hand into the rounded, firm flesh of his croup; I raised 
an armful of the luxuriant, silky hair of his tail and held 
it against my cheek. His beauty had stirred in me a very 
profound emotion. I am not ashamed of it. It was the 
beginning of that “‘ madness of love” which, besides 
bringing me glorious adventures and most happy days in 
the company of many noble animals, has brought me 
also hours of tragedy ; yet it has never failed in all these 
bygone twenty-three years of experience, to make me 
hope at times when in wistful mood, that in the life 
beyond life there might be Arabian horses. 

TV talked with the mysterious master of the horse, this 
man of the wilderness, the Bedouin, who freely initiated 
me into the secrets of the breeding, of the strains, and of 
the homeland of the Arabs. He had brought this stallion 
to the Khedive of Egypt as a gift from his chief. 

The horse was an Asi, or noble animal, of purest 
breeding : there was no doubt of that. His head, with 
its pyramidal, gazelle-like profile, was fairly short. He 
tossed it up and down and neighed briefly in high spirits 
afew times. As his mouth, with its small, firm lower-lip, 
played with the bright-coloured tassels of his halter, it 
revealed teeth of gleaming ivory. His large, thin, wide- 
open nostrils were like the petal-tips of a rose or like 
delicate, pink shells. Above the dark eyes, with their 
long, shining black lashes, rose high and shield-like a 
bold, expressive forehead. His head was wide between 
the jaws and had the concave indenture of the whole 
nasal bone whereby distinguished ancestry is recognized. 
The curve of the windpipe culminated in a wonderfully 
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arched throat. The contour of the neck resembled an 
elongated wave, from which the silken mane floated in 
brilliant ripples. His small, straight, inward-pointing 
ears quivered like “ lilies trembling in flowing water.” 
His whole body swayed, lithe and slender, with supple 
strength. His chest was deep and majestic, and his 
sloping shoulders had the characteristic “ swimming 
movement.” His back, short but wide and distinctly 
seamed, was ideal for the saddle. The muscles of the 
level croup were strong, the secret of his ability to “ soar *’ 
and “‘ poise,” as the Bedouin says. The long tail of fine 
hair, carried high in a perfect arch, fell to the ground like 
a heavy veil, tapering to the tip. His thighs, like those of 
an ostrich, were muscular; his legs were light, but 
cleanly modelled and firm, with elastic pasterns long and 
strong, and black hoofs, as hard as rock. He was of 
flawless proportions and balance, about fifteen hands 
high—neither large nor small, but above the average 
Arabian horse, which is about fourteen hands three 
inches. His short, fine, silky coat shone like a mirror. 
Looking at him, I no longer wondered why Al-Burak, 
who carried the Prophet to Paradise, and Rukhsh, the 
famous charger of Rustam, were called “‘ the gleaming 
horses.” 

This ‘‘ Horse of the Arabian Desert” is a distinct 
species. He has five instead of six lumbar vertebrz ; 
also less than the usual number of tail vertebre, in fact, 
sixteen instead of eighteen. He differs also from other 
horses in that he has an elongated pelvis, a prominent 
brain-case, a depressed profile below the orbits and a 
tapering, slender jaw. 

But the most important knowledge for a breeder of 
Arab horses to collect is the “ secret ’’ of the strains and 
types amongst the pure-blooded animals of the desert. 


The Strains. 

The various strains of Arabian horses differ from each 
other very much and become distinctive types. The 
study of these strains and their families has been my 
special work for seventeen years. I had to learn to write 
and read Arabic first, so that I might not have to depend 
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to the sand-dune, and he led the stallion away, not by a 
halter (for the sais had unsnapped the leader-line from 
the head strap), but just by soft words. 

It appeared to me for a moment that the horse was 
being jealously guarded. But I was mistaken. At the 
entrance to the stable he wheeled and, unchecked, came 
trotting back to the place where the officer and I were 
standing. He stood before me, neighing with pleasure. 
I touched his muzzle and his forehead; I stroked his 
mane, his powerful neck, his broad, golden back; I 
lifted his feet ; I felt his muscles and tried to press my 
hand into the rounded, firm flesh of his croup; I raised 
an armful of the luxuriant, silky hair of his tail and held 
it against my cheek. His beauty had stirred in me a very 

rofound emotion. I am not ashamed of it. It was the 

eginning of that “ madness of love” which, besides 
bringing me glorious adventures and most happy days in 
the company of many noble animals, has “prod ‘ht me 
also hours of tragedy ; yet it has never failed in all these 
bygone twenty-three years of experience, to make me 
hope at times when in wistful mood, that in the life 
beyond life there might be Arabian horses. 

i talked with the mysterious master of the horse, this 
man of the wilderness, the Bedouin, who freely initiated 
me into the secrets of the breeding, of the strains, and of 
the homeland of the Arabs. He had brought this stallion 
to the Khedive of Egypt as a gift from his chief. 

The horse was an Asil, or noble animal, of purest 
breeding: there was no doubt of that. His head, with 
its pyramidal, gazelle-like profile, was fairly short. He 
tossed it up and down and neighed briefly in high spirits 
a few times. As his mouth, with its small, firm lower-lip, 
played with the bright-coloured tassels of his halter, it 
tevealed teeth of gleaming ivory. His large, thin, wide- 
open nostrils were like the petal-tips of a rose or like 
delicate, pink shells. Above the dark eyes, with their 
long, shining black lashes, rose high and shield-like a 
bold, expressive forehead. His head was wide between 
the jaws and had the concave indenture of the whole 
nasal bone whereby distinguished ancestry is recognized. 
The curve of the windpipe culminated in a wonderfully 


APPENDIX A 221 


arched throat. The contour of the neck resembled an 
elongated wave, from which the silken mane floated in 
brilliant ripples. His small, straight, inward-pointing 
ears quivered like “lilies trembling in flowing water.” 
His whole body swayed, lithe and slender, with supple 
strength. His chest was deep and majestic, and his 
sloping shoulders had the characteristic “ swimming 
movement.” His back, short but wide and distinctly 
seamed, was ideal for the saddle. The muscles of the 
level croup were strong, the secret of his ability to “ soar” 
and “‘ poise,” as the Bedouin says. The long tail of fine 
hair, carried high in a perfect arch, fell to the ground like 
a heavy veil, tapering to the tip. His thighs, like those of 
an ostrich, were muscular; his legs were light, but 
cleanly modelled and firm, with elastic pasterns long and 
strong, and black hoofs, as hard as rock. He was of 
flawless proportions and balance, about fifteen hands 
high—neither large nor small, but above the average 
Arabian horse, which is about fourteen hands three 
inches. His short, fine, silky coat shone like a mirror. 
Looking at him, I no longer wondered why Al-Burak, 
who carried the Prophet to Paradise, and Rukhsh, the 
famous charger of Rustam, were called “ the gleaming 
horses.” 

This ‘‘ Horse of the Arabian Desert” is a distinct 
species. He has five instead of six lumbar vertebra ; 
also Jess than the usual number of tail vertebre, in fact, 
sixteen instead of eighteen. He differs also from other 
horses in that he has an elongated pelvis, a prominent 
brain-case, a depressed profile below the orbits and a 
tapering, slender jaw. 

But the most important knowledge for a breeder of 
Arab horses to collect is the “ secret ”’ of the strains and 
types amongst the pure-blooded animals of the desert. 


The Strats. 

The various strains of Arabian horses differ from each 
other very much and become distinctive types. The 
study of these strains and their families has been my 
special work for seventeen years. I had to lear to write 
and read Arabic first, so that I might not have to depend 
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merely on the “ word of mouth” reports of the wander- 
ing Arabs, but be able myself to search out ancient 
manuscripts and compare the reports of the ancient 
people of centuries ago with those of our own age and 
time. 

I was surprised to find after many years of search and 
study that, out of twenty strains and more than two 
hundred and thirty sub-strains and families, only three 
types of Avab Horse can in truth be established, All the 
others become subject to the one or other of the three 
distinguished patterns. 

These thires main types are: 


1. The ‘‘ KUHAYLAN”’ representing “‘ STRENGTH,” 
the jane or original type, the “‘ blue-blood”’ of 
Arabia—an ideal saddle and cavalry horse, powerful, 
muscular, and of great endurance. 

Even the mares of the Kuhaylan strain are of 
masculine appearance. 

2. The “SaQLAWI,” representing “ BEAUTY,” the 
tefined, elegant type, the “ élite-horses” of Arabia, 
the most showy and by far the most handsome of all 
animals, 

Even the siallions of the Saqlawi strain are of 
Sonne appearance. | 

The “mu’nigi,” representing “SPEED,” the 
me double” of the English Chorouphted and tuiteed 
its most important ancestor (the “ Darley Arabian,” 
1705). The Mu’niqi have long lines; they are lean, 
taller than the others, and very rarely do they possess 
those certain Arabian characteristics which we find so 
distinctive in the Kuhaylan and Saqlawi strains. The 
Mu’niqi are the ‘‘ Race or Running type.” 


There are still seventeen other strains, but they easily 
fit in with the three above: the Hadban and Hamdan, 
for example, fall into the Kuhaylan group. The Hadban 
has coarser, longer hair in winter, and is mostly seal 
brown or dark chestnut. The Hamdani are heavier, and 
are mostly iron greys. The Jilfan, Rabdan, and Abu 
Urqub belong in type and related blood to the fast, but 
coarse Mu’niqi, which have longer heads. The “ Godol- 
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phin Arab” was a Jilfan. They are higher legged and 
taller even than the Mu’niqi (Darley). The Dahman 
belong to the Saqlawi, and so on. 

The strain name is inherited by the mother—not by 
the sire. Frame and size (and consequently mostly the 
type too) are gifts of the dam. It is very important, 
therefore, that pure breeding within the same strains 
should be tried first. If this is impossible, by all means 
mate stallion and mare of strains which belong to the 
first two types ; but never allow the Mu’niqi (number 3) 
to be bred to any of the strains which are related to the 
Kuhaylan or to the Saqlawi (numbers 1 and 2), if special 
Arabian characteristics of supertor strength, endurance, 
beauty, harmony, and gentleness are desired. The 
Mu'niqi have these qualities too, but they are not out- 
standing ; for the Mu’niqi are race-horses first and last. 

This is, in a nutshell, the “ secret ” of the breeding of 
Arabian horses. Very simple indeed, yet—I had to 
spend seventeen years travelling and studying the breed- 
ing of Arabian horses to find it out. 

The accompanying photographs will explain better 
than words the various reasons why, for example, a 
Kuhaylan stallion and a Mu’nigi mare will produce an 
ugly offspring. Imagine the long, large frame of the 
mare, which will be inherited, in the offspring. The neck 
will be “thick,” perhaps, the croup heavy and mascu- 
line, not much good for racing; and, as an Arab, too 
coarse in head and general appearance. If the sire is a 
Saqlawi and the dam a Mu’niqi it will be even worse—a 
thin, elegant race-horse, too refined, yet with a coarse 
head attached to a very handsome body. It will be 
different, however, when Sire and Dam are of ancestors 
which have been freely mixed with various (if possible 
with all the three) types. In that case, after so many 
generations, faults may “ level” out, producing an off- 
spring which is a fairly good and balanced horse, though 
not a very typical Arab. 

It would be exaggeration to compare such breeding to 
the mating of greyhounds (Mu’niqi) with bulldogs 
(Kuhaylan) or collies (Saqlawi), as no such comparison is 
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possible, but the “image” may convey some idea of 
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what has been done to spoil and waste the precious 
blood of the pure and related strains of Arabian horses. 

As most horse breeders in Europe and America speak 
more of “ bone and size” than anything else—and the 
Mu’niqi have it !—it is only natural that in the past the 
Mu’niqi blood has been selected to “ improve ”’ the fine 
bone and frame in Arab studs. 

These strange Arabian strain-names have meant 
nothing to the breeder in Europe and America beyond 
the fact that they referred to some kind of pedigree. To- 
day, however, we know that they have been, and always 
will be, the means of gaining insight into the “ blood 
lines” (strains and sub-strains) of which such an indi- 
vidual animal is composed through its ancestors. 

I have tried to discover another “ type” in addition to 
the three mentioned, but so far without success. In all 

robability it will never be possible to add another. I 

ave carefully checked up over two hundred and thirty 
strains and families of “Arabian horses and found that 
each and every one can easily be registered with one or 
other of the three established types. The mixture of 
strains and types amongst the ordinary (or let us say 
“mongrel "’) ‘‘ Oriental” horses is, of course, confusing. 
These are mostly high-legged animals, though very often 
“typical” Arabian. But they are deceiving. Only in 
action do they appear to be genuine, otherwise we 
recognize them at once as of faulty proportions and un- 
harmonious—the result of mating two opposite types. 


Head. 

The head of the Arab bears the most distinguished 
hall-marks of the breed as a special individual type in 
horse-flesh. 

Small eyes or a long, straight or even Roman-nosed. 
profile, or a slanting croup, or a tail falling straight down 
between the hocks, or a narrow wind-pipe (narrow cavity 
between the jaw-bones), are always primary and in- 
fallible indications that an “‘ Arab” with such faults 
cannot be of pure Bedouin breeding. 

The forehead, broad and bulging, is one sign of the 
genuine blood, the concave profile below the eyes 
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another. The nostrils should always be more or less open, 
but not flat; the “wrinkle” commencing above the 
profile-line and cutting diagonal, not parallel, to the 
profile-line of the muzzle and lower “ face.’ The lower 
lip should be very firm, small, and drawn backward. A 
distinctive yoke-bone below the eyes is desirable and the 
eyes must be unusually large, the bare skin around the 
eyes being of moist blackness like antimony (‘‘ Kuhl” ; 
from this word is derived the primeval strain-name of 
the Kuhaylan). The skin of the true Arab is black, but 
his coat never so; perhaps a dark or seal brown, though 
of blackish appearance. Arabs are mostly grey (and these 
turn white at eight or nine years of age), bay, brown, or 
chestnut. The ears should be small and rather short. 
The width between the cheek-bones at least broad enough 
to allow the closed fist to enter easily. 

The “‘ bone”’ of the Arab may be lacking in circum- 
ference, yet it is a proven fact that density of cells is of 
greater account, as in good steel girders, than size. The 

‘ab has many “ concentrated ”’ qualities. He is a desert 
animal, which generally lacks sufficient food and water, 
but he has no equal in enduring heat, cold, hunger, thirst, 
and other hardships and privations. The horse of the 
desert, indeed, looks poor and miserable in its native 
land and it takes an expert to look “through” this 
wretched creature and recognize the good points of 
breeding and superior qualities. How different from the 
well-fed, prancing stallions in Syria and Egypt, animals 
full of vitality and a delight to the eye. But they, too, are 
often deceiving. The horses of the desert, though terribly 
emaciated as a general rule, recover in an incredibly 
short time, and with proper care and food they become 
those wonders of beauty and perfection which I am able 
to present in my photographs. 

“ Al-Khamsa”’ (the Five): these two words may be 
read in every book and article on Arab horses. The 
Prophet is supposed to have selected the first five mares 
and given them their historical names: Kuhaylah, 
Abayah, Sagqlawiyah, Hamdaniyah, and Hadban. These 
are but five of the twenty different strain-names. I have 
shown already that actually only three are of any 
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importance to the serious breeder. A strain that has 
only a name and does not represent a distinguishable 
type cannot interest us. Names confuse if they do not 
mean something. To my mind the name “ Al-Khamsa ” 
signified merely an old way of telling on the five fingers 
the most esteemed strains of Arab horses, which they 
would allow to be ‘‘ mixed” without objection. The 
individual breeders included whatever they liked best, 
and with time and regional differences “ the Five’ must 
have changed in different ways. 

“‘ Faras” (the Mare) is the collective name for horses 
when the Bedouin speaks of her usefulness in war, 
hunting, and raiding. 

“ Faris”’ is the “‘ Cavalier,” the man or boy who 
ventures forth alone into the enemy’s camp and brings 
home a captured mare. Henceforth, he is allowed to sit 
in the “‘ Mejlis,’’ the council of men, around his chief's 
camp-fire. “‘ Aurans,” named after Colonel Lawrence, b 
his father, Tra’d ibn Sattam esh-Sha’lan, of the Ruala, is 
the youngest “ Faris” I ever knew among the Bedouins. 
He was only nine years old when he “ took ” his first mare 
from the midst of his enemies. 

Poetically the Bedouin speaks of the ‘‘ Drinkers of the 
Wind,” “The Gleaming Horses,” ‘The Enriching,” 
“The Glistening Horses,” and ‘‘ El-Kheyl el-matlut "— 
the “ Envy of All.” ‘‘ Behold a bay steps under me like 
a pliant branch.” 

Poetic legends and fabulous stories about the glorious 
desert steed abound in Arabian literature and traditions, 
especially since the beginning of Islamic history. Yet, 
with this wealth of information there remains, after it is 
sifted, only a little gold, though I have often derived the 
greatest pleasure from reading and studying these super- 
stitious and vainglorious narratives of ancient writers. 
The written word is less to be relied on than the old 
nomad’s way of memory and verbal transmission—the 
legacy handed down from father to son by word of mouth. 
Yet there are many reliable literary records of the 
Arabian horse, which are of especial value because they 
could never have originated among the simple nomads of 
the desert. It required the fervour of religious leaders, 
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the deeds of Islamic conquerors and the wealth and 
splendour of the Prophet and his Caliphs ; it took Sultans, 
Shahs, Padishahs, and even Indian Maharajahs to put 
under the feet of the noble Arabian steed a new and 
flowery magic carpet, which will never fade so long as 
the love of Arabian horses finds a place in human hearts. 

There is the story of the foal borne by the wild Arabian 
mare that Ishmaél found on the red sand-dune of the 
Nufud desert. The Bedouins claim that through these 
two—mother and son—the foundation was laid of the 
breeding of Arabian horses amongst the nomads of the 
desert. All strains are derived from this stock, except 
one, the Mu’nigi. Bedouins migrating on the borders of 
Traq, bred to a “ Shimal” (northern mare—that is an 
unknown mare of strange people, not Bedouins), an 
Abayan stallion. The product was a filly, the first “‘ long- 
necked”’ (Mu'nag). This offspring is said to have been 
bred to a Kuhaylan Ras-el Fidawi stallion, and a filly of 
this union to a Shuwayman. The descendants of a mare 
of this last combination are supposed to be the present- 
day Mu’niqi. They are only considered “ Asil’”’ (pure), 
within their own strain. Their stallions were not allowed 
to be crossed with selected (Al-Khamsa) strains, but 
only with Mu’niqi or related strains: Rabdan, Samhan, 
Abu’Urqub, Jilfan, Mukhallad, Kabayshan, Sa’dan, and 
their so-called “families” (for example: Rabdan- 
Mashajid or Samhan-Qumiyah, etc.). The “ fixed” race 
type of Mu’niqi created through the ‘‘ Shimal ” mare and 
the ’Abayan-Fidawi-Shuwayman stallions has been bred 
pure by only one Bedouin family. It is the rarest blood 
of the desert to-day. Kismet, the famous Mu’niqi- 
Hadraji stallion brought to India and unbeaten on the 
race-tracks of Asia and Europe (1890-1900), was the 
last pure Mu’niqi to come out of the desert. Kismet died 
a few days after he was brought to Mr. Huntington’s stud 
in Long Island, U.S.A. 

It is clear, then, that the breeding of Arabian horses 
demands a knowledge of the strains. But, except for the 
Mu’nigi, it is very simple, and actually can be taught 
with the help of one hand—on five (Khamsa) fingers. 
To breed successfully it is, of course, necessary not only 
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to know the three types thoroughly, but also as many 
strains as possible. Each strain has certain distinctive 
marks, sometimes only one, sometimes two or even 
three; but the Kuhaylan, Saqlawi, and Mu’niqi have so 
many and various hall-marks of distinction in exterior 
and head, that they actually represent opposite types, 
and any other strain can easily be added to them—the 
Hamdani, Hadban, and Shuwayman to the Kuhaylan ; 
the Rishan, Tuwaysan, Dahman and Mu’waj to the 
Saqlawi, and the Mu’niqi to their related strains which I 
have already mentioned. The Milwah belong to the 
“ Abayyan,” which in turn either resemble the Saqlawi, 
or a cross of the Saqlawi and Kuhaylan. 

A wide and bulging forehead, the whole skull rather 
proportionately short and with plastic details (moulding) 
belongs undoubtedly to the Kuhaylan. With this goes 
a powerful, broad, muscular, masculine body, possibly not 
over 14.3 hands. The Kuhaylan are mostly greys, turning 
white as they grow older. If we find such a type, but 
rather tall (15-1), and with a longer back and a straight, 
though wide forehead, and the skull not so short as 
described, the coat also grey, but perhaps “' fleabitten,’”’ 
we undoubtedly have a Hamdani (Simri) before us. But 
be careful—perhaps it is a Jilfan (Sitam al-Bulad). If in 
doubt-then look at his head and legs. If he is high- 
legged, and the profile line of his nasal bone is rather too 
straight and long, perhaps even a little “‘ Roman,” you 
surely have found a Jilfan. 

Now let us look at two other horses: two chestnuts, 
both with a golden sheen on their coat, both elegant and 
with splendid action and motion. I walk over to a 
Bedouin and ask him to let me ride his mare. As he 
dismounts I take the single rein out of his hand and hold 
the horse short on the halter. I look at the head—skull 
short, very fine muzzle, thin nostrils, very small lower- 
lip, large eyes, wide forehead, but not bulging, yet a deep 
concave depression below the eyes. And now I lay my 
clenched fist between the jaw-bones—a very wide cavity ! 
Now her body—short back, but covering much ground 
under her four feet—a longer belly line than expected— 
powerful croup—tail carried high, straight out from a 
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defeated provinces that they could not bring under sub- 
jection before, and later these horsemen carried the 
victorious banner of the Prophet across Northern Africa 
and deep into Europe. 

Here perhaps I may be permitted to mention in 
summary form a number of interesting notes and items 
on the Bedouin and his horse. 

Even Muhammad ’Ali and Abbas Pasha have paid up 
to three thousand pounds, in the desert, for a choice 
animal, and Remount Commissions within the last fifteen 
years have given as much as {1,600 for a single mare. 
Prices, which breeders in Europe and America demand 
for selected stock, have gone as high as from three to 
seven thousand pounds for a first-class “ Asil”’ stallion. 

Arab horses are very rare to-day for the following 
reasons: most Arab studs in Europe completely dis- 
appeared through the exigencies of the war; political 
conditions in Arabia during the last twenty years; 
Bedouin warfare with modern weapons and automobiles ; 
indifference of Bedouins to pure breeding—absolutely a 
“lost art’ to-day; the demand for Arab race-horses in 
Poland, Egypt, Syria, Iraq, and India, of a larger and 
faster type, and consequently breeding to Mu’niqi and 
related strains. As size, bone, and exterior matter most, 
even a Jayman will not select a horse for its beauty, but 
for its conformation and qualities promising speed. ‘‘ We 
cannot ride on the beautiful head of an Arab,” is an 
ironical, but just remark when it comes to race-horse 
Arabs. 

We have to breed the pure Arab, to preserve his 
precious blood, and leave speed to the thoroughbred race- 
horse. For we shall need to draw on the rare blood of the 
Arab to regenerate certain light saddle and cavalry 
horses, and perhaps other breeds in various countries ; for 
example, the Morgan and Kentucky horse in America, 
polo horses in Argentine, cavalry horses in Hungary, the 
“Warmblut”’ in Germany. 

The average Bedouin is no longer breeding pure or 
related strains, though he will not use horses that are not 
of Bedouin descent. In Hassa and Hedjaz the cavalry 
horses which the Turks left in Medina, Taif, and Hofhuf 
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have even contaminated the breeding in Nejd (Riyadh, 
Hayil), and other settled places of Inner Arabia. There 
is, however, hope that Ibn Sa’fid, the King of Arabia, will 
appoint someone with the necessary knowledge of pure 
breeding to establish studs near Hayil, Khaibar, and 
Riyadh. During winter and spring the mares of such 
studs could be pastured in the nearby Nufud and left 
with their foals under conditions similar to those of the 
migrating Arabs, with fresh herbs and camels’ milk for 
the nursing mare. 

The mare is ridden right up to the very day when she 
foals. They are not mated in certain years when, for 
instance, their owners expect to undertake raids, or the 
tribe goes on the war-path. Young stallions are taken 
away from the mother and are killed if the pasture is 
very poor and the season so bad that it is not expected to 
rain sufficiently, with the result that there will be a 
scarcity of camels’ milk to be fed to the mares and their 
foals. The Bedouins prefer to save the mare and filly, 
and not the colt. Stallions are never gelded. Mares are 
loaned out to a successful raider if he promises to share 
his spoils with the owner. In camp the mare wears a 
pair of woollen hobbles, but when enemies are near, at 
any rate at night, iron shackles with a chain and pad- 
lock are put on. Most of the time these poor animals are 
half-starved. They look wretched. Yet it is surprising 
how they respond when their master calls and they ride 
forth on a raid. Then the mare, tied to the cinch of a 
racing-camel’s saddle, experiences the roughest life and 
almost unspeakable hardships. Nevertheless, the worst- 
looking mares in a Bedouin camp are often the best. 
The well-nourished ones are those left behind during the 
taids. Money (that is gold) does not mean much to the 
average Bedouin, though it may mean “ everything ” to 
his Sheykh, the chief of the tribe. To sell a mare is 
considered to be “ dishonourably ” parting from her. An 
Arab may give her away. But times are changing ; 
automobiles and modern arms can now be traded against 
the best of their mares. 

Though a Bedouin may be poor, if his mare has brought 
him honour, she will be so respected that in the Council 
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of the Shiyukhs his friends rise when he enters, in 
tribute to her. When they pass her they put their 
hands on her forehead and call her blessed. 

A horse of the desert never goes through the procedure 
of breaking-in. From its first day the colt is played 
with by the women and children. Everybody humours 
it, and as it grows older the children start to sit on its 
back ; later, the young men ride it, and afterwards it is 
taken on the falcon hunts, raids, and even to war. 

The greatest feats of Arab horses are those of en- 
durance. There exist official records of this in America, 
England, Hungary, Poland, Russia, Germany, Egypt, 
Turkey, and elsewhere. The Arab, or the horses with 
much Arab blood, have always taken the first or only 
prizes in endurance races. 

The Arab lives eight to twelve years longer than the 
average European horse. I had a sire who produced at 
thirty-two years of age, and a mare I knew of at the 

icultural Society in Egypt, foaled regularly up to 
thirty-five years. When bred in Europe or erica, 
horses of Arab breed grow after several generations from 
one to three inches taller. Regular care, feed and water 
are the reasons. These Arabs do not deteriorate on 
account of climate, water and feed, though soft food 
causes “‘washy’’ muscles; but they degenerate if 
the strains and types are mixed. There are in existence 
a million and a half or more so-called “ Arabs” 
(“ Orientals” they should be named), but in addition 
to not more than eight hundred first-class desert horses 
left in all Arabia, there are not more than fifty out- 
standing specimens on the whole Continent of Europe, 
about a hundred in England, as many in the United 
States of America, and perhaps three hundred in the 
test of the world (Iraq, Egypt, India, etc.)—let us say 
between a thousand and fifteen hundred in the whole 
world. I have examined thousands of Arab horses in 
the desert—and many more in Iraq, Asia Minor, Syria, 
Transjordan, Palestine, and Egypt. I have visited the 
world-famous studs in Europe and America, and I can 
truthfully state that I have not seen more than sixteen 
mares that I would have wanted to own, and but seven 
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stallions equal to the choice mares. Though I have 
exported many horses from the desert (I was always 
financially limited, of course)—yet the best mare {a filly) 
whose forehead I have ever laid hands upon, I found in 
Egypt, an animal of desert descent from Ali Pasha 
Sherif’s breeding ; and the best Arab stallion in England, 
of Lady Anne Blunt’s desert stock. The cradle of the 
Arab horse may be in the desert, but very few Bedouins 
preserve the authentic blood to-day. But if they sell a 
mare of their pure strains, they will do so only if you have 
been their intimate friend for years. It is easier, less 
expensive, troublesome, and risky to purchase from 
established Arab studs in Europe or America. Still, 
every effort should be made—for the last time, perhaps, 
before it is too late—to secure a dozen or fifteen of the 
very choicest animals from the Bedouins of Nejd, and to 
induce His Majesty, the King of Arabia, to establish two 
or three permanent studs in his domain. 

The Arabian Bedouin rides mares only. A few stallions 
of different strains are kept in each tribe for breeding 
purposes only. They are not taken on raids, because 
they would neigh in the vicinity of mares and betray the 
raiders to their enemies. Most of the young stallions are 
bought up by Akheyls (camel-traders and horse-dealers 
of Central Arabia) and sold to Syria, Egypt, and Iraq. 
The nomad rides his horse without bit, whip, and spurs 
and without blinkers. This is North African style, but 
not Arabian. As a rule, too, the Bedouin rides without 
a saddle and reins, but with just a head-stall and single 
Tope. 

A small bead of blue glass is fastened in the mane or 
tail of a mare, or into the hair on the hump of his camel, 
for “ good luck.” 

Barley, dates, and camel-milk are the strengthening 
food which the mare receives when there is not sufficient 
pasture. About 300 to 500 pounds of barley are con- 
sidered to be a sufficient year’s ration for a mare. Extra 
feed is badly needed in spring during the raiding season. 
Eighteen hundred to two thousand five hundred miles is 
the distance a mare and her foal have to cover withina 
year during the regular migration. Raids mean an 
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additional distance of from three hundred to even a 
thousand miles. Arabs are the fastest walking horses in 
the world, as a result of walking beside the camels during 
raiding expeditions. 

The climate of Arabia has, of course, something to do 
with the breeding and development of these Bedouin 
horses. They are always roaming over the plains, and 
across the high plateaux, 2,000 to 3,000 feet up. A dry 
wind sweeps continually through this wilderness, 
scented by those tiny herbs and flowers which have 
always been a great delight to me. There is no stagna- 
tion as in the settled districts of Arabia. Migration is 
life, and the horse of the desert, though undergoing the 
hardships and danger of it, comes out a finer product than 
the animal bred and raised in an oasis. It is, indeed, the 
test of the survival of the fittest that has preserved the 
fine qualities in the Arab throughout the centuries, and 
we should remember, when breeding Arabs, to balance 
work and feed accordingly. 

I have mentioned already the osteological peculiarities 
which have been discovered in the skeleton and in the 
skull of the Arab. By reason of these, scientists place 
him in the same class as the wild Asiatic horse. Un- 
doubtedly the genuine Arab can be spoken of as an 
Antique horse, whose pure type has survived not only 
centuries, but indeed at least three thousand years. He, 
not the horse of North Africa, is still the fountain- 
head of pure desert blood. The ancestors of the Barb 
came from Arabia, but, after the fall of Rome, their 

rogeny was crossed with native stock of Africa and 
urope, as they passed by way of Spain, Italy, and 
Turkey. 

Symmetry, harmony, and balance are the secret of the 
beauty and perfection of the Arab. They are found only 
in the pure-bred specimens, as I have explained. These 
three qualities of physical perfection have fundamental 
structural causes, easily explained. The first and most 
important point to be looked for in an Arab horse is good 
proportions. The joints must be clean—not lymphatic, 
as in so many “ beautiful ” well-fed Egyptian and Syrian 
horses; they would never stand the rough life of the 
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desert. A stallion should not have a mare’s character- 
istics and vice versa. Important are the rounded lines : 


forehead C , nasal profile J , jaw-bones ) 
hindquarters ¢-\ , neck =\ , tail-carriage =) and 


—very important—the curve between the neck and head 
at the junction of the jaws: -\. A triangular /\ 


n 





DIAGRAM A 

‘The shaded horse shows the outline of the ideal Arab fcom the breeding and veterinary 
point of view. The outlined horse, in contrast, is typical of many pseudo-Arabs (Syrian, 
etc), The “ideal” is high at the withers, the other high behind so that, to achieve 
balance, the neck is set high, the hind legs are set under the body to counteract the incor 
rect angle of the stifle bones, and there is danger of straight shoulders. The “ideal” 
has much more freedom and suppleness, which the other conspicuously lacks—for 
example, the ground covered between fore and hind legs in euch a high-legged type is 
obviously less, 


shape hereis an absolute proof of ordinary “ Oriental” blood 
and an absolute proof of a very narrow “ cavity” (or 
“inlet ” of the windpipe) between the jaw-bones—a sign 
of poor endurance and wind. The coupling of the ribs 
and hips will ke very close, allowing room for two or 
three fingers—not more. Ordinary Arabs are not short- 
coupled. 

Note that there is enough ‘‘ space” between girth and 
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forearm, with sufficiently well-shaped withers, a quality 
always lacking in the “ Oriental.” 

A high-legged horse is an animal with little depth of 
chest. If an Arab appears high-legged or is actually high- 
legged, never use him or her for breeding. 





DIAGRAMS B AND C 
CORRECT AND INCORRECT FORMATION OF HIND LEGS AND QUARTERS 
B 1.—Correct formation, Note the plumb line in which hindquarters, hock, and pastern 
should lie; the clean hock, no swelling round the fetlock, and the parallel front and rear 
Profiles of the cannon, 


C 1.—In this incorrect farmation the lines of the cannon are not parallel, the pastern 
and hock are swollen, and the plumb line through the hindquarters uo longer coincides 
with cannon and fetlock. 


The anatomical details on a slightly scale—B 2, C 2—show the correct and incor 
rect position of the stifle bones above the hocks. In B 2 they work centrally upon one 
another ; in C 2 the upper bone works eccentrically on the edge of the lower, inevitably 
setting up a strain and causing in time a thickening of the hock, with a deat below the 
swelli nin Cr. There is no sign of this dent or swelling {n B 1, where the lower 
thigh pastes in a gentle curve into the hook. Swollen hocks and pastems are rarely due 
to disease but to Natace adjusting herself by enlarging joint ligaments to take the strain 
set up by faulty anatomy, Such anatomical faults are inherited, and so transmit the 
symptoms, 





Other points to look for are : 

Parallel lines of the lower hind-leg. (See Diagrams 
B. and CG.) 

Clean hocks, set very low like the knees—proof of a 
short cannon-bone and long forearm and deep chest. 

Broad chest ; even the refined Saqlawi has a deep and 
wide chest. 
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Brown Arabs should never have chestnut legs; they 
should be black or brown. 

Pasterns sufficiently long, but not steep, which is a 
faulty Syrian characteristic. 

Neck must be proportionally long. 

Shoulders never straight. 

Hindquarters long, but the back must be short and 
level with the hindquarters and the line between the 
four legs rather long. (See Diagram A.) 

No “razor” back, but a deep “ seam,” with muscles 
on both sides. 

For tail carriage, the root of the tail is all-important. 
The missing vertebre insures the gracetul carriage and 
greater strength on account of the shorter leverage. The 
missing vertebre in the backbone makes the Arab also, 
for that reason, a greater weight-carrier. The tail should 
issue gracefully in an elevated curve from the croup, and 
not appear like a broomstick set below the hindquarters, 
nor must it dangle between the hocks. 

There are other points which veterinaries, breeders and 
lovers of Arab horses would consider important and desire 
to have stated, but the points which I have mentioned 
—and the details and characteristics of the Arab’s 
head—are sufficient to enable anyone thoroughly to 
scrutinize any horse of the Orient and judge its origin 
and strain, its purity and qualities—or its faults and 

lefects. 
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BEDOUIN TRIBES OF ARABIA 


INCE the main purpose of my repeated visits to 
Arabia has been concerned with the breeding of 


Arab horses and the study of their history, I have, 
incidentally, been compelled to determine as accurately 
as possible, the Diva, or definite pasture lands of the 
various Bedouin tribes. 


The migrations of the Bedouins are not arbitrary, aim- 
less wanderings in the wilderness. Well-defined land- 
marks limit them. Tribes related by blood-ties may 
frequently use the same districts together at certain 
seasons of the year. One tribe may conclude a treaty 
with strangers, permitting the latter to use its pastures 
and watering-places for a specified period. Or perhaps a 
powerful tribe, like the Ruala, may invade an enemy's 
territory without warning. In such case constant bicker- 
ing, raiding, and skirmishing is the inevitable result. 

A great northward drift of the Shammar and ’Anaze 
nomads took place during the first part of the seventeenth 
century, and the existing apportionment of the tribal 
areas was at that time roughly established. 

From A.D. 300 to 800 was also a period of great dessi- 
cation! in Arabia which coinciding, as it did, with the 


1 Most of the second-class tribes were reduced to their present state 
through prolonged droughts ; their pastures dried up and once powerful 
peoples were reduced in numbers. Flocks died and a greater part of the 
survivors migrated to other regions and became subjected to, or placed 
themselves “ under the heels,’’ of stronger tribes in the North and West, 

The famine during the year 18 of the Hegira was the worst in Arabian 
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time of Muhammed and the rise of Islam, caused many 
tribes in the heart of the peninsula to leave their old 
pastures and wander off in search of better conditions in 
the North and West of their ancient homelands. Most of 
the tribes in Northern Africa, though mixed with the 
Negro (Berber) blood relate that their ancestors migrated 
from Arabia during this period. 

Even if a tribe “ owns” good pasture-land, they must 
have regions nearby which they can reach in case of 
drought and famine. The Shammar have the Tigris and 
Euphrates Rivers to fall back on, the Ruala the wadi 
(depression) of Sirhan and the basin of Jubba (Jauf), the 
Fid’an in Mesopotamia the Khabur River. Other tribes 
have alliances to this end with village people, or with 
settlers on cultivated soil, like the Wuld ’Ali and Saba 
in Syria, or the Beni Sakhr in the Jordan plain, the Ajman 
in Hassa-Nejd, and the Muteyr in Kasim-Nejd, who have 
arrangements with the inhabitants of oases-regions. 

The boundaries which the various tribes now claim as 
their own and which are marked by water-holes, varia- 
tions in the desert surfaces (as between lava rock, flint, 
gravel, red sand, etc.), dry water-courses, solitary hills, 
mountain ranges, cultivated tracts, and the like, were 
definitely fixed at the beginning of the last century. 


As a typical example of a tribal area let us examine the 
diva of the Amarat tribe of the ’Anaza “ nation.”” The 
eastern limit of their wanderings approaches close to 
Baghdad, Kerbela, and An-Nejef. To the South, in 
seasons of sufficient rains, they pasture their herds on the 
tract of Al-Hejera; but when rain is scanty they move 
westward, and thence northward around the southern 
and western edges of Al-Wudiyan. Thence, crossing 
Wadi al-Ghadaf, Wadi al-Hazimi, and Wadi-Hauran 
{near Ar-Rutba, now a military outpost of Iraq on the 
Baghdad-Damascus overland route) they reach their 


History, though it lasted only nine months. That period, because the soil 
had become burning dust, has been called ‘" the year of Ashes.” Of 40,000 
Bedouins who had taken refuge in the neighbourhood of Medina, almost 
30,000 died. How many must have perished in the unknown regions of 
inner Arabia | 
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northern limits at the base of the mountains Abu- 
Rijmeyn and Jabal-Bishri, between As-Sukhne and Deyr 
ez-Zor. Within this diva are the boundaries of the 
pasture districts of other tribes. In the north the Fid’an 
Tange as far south as ’Aqlat-Shuab, where their great 
chief Turki ibn-Meheyd lies buried, while the Saba’ go 
south to Wadi al-Ghadaf. The Fid’an and Saba’ are 
brother tribes of the same blood as the ’Amarat, and all 
three unite when one is attacked by outsiders. The 
territory of the Ruala, who are also related by blood to 
the ’Amarat and the “ brother ” tribes, overlaps that of 
the latter in Al-Wudiyan and Al-Hejera; and in the 
South Al-Hejera is also occupied by the Shammar. In 
addition, the ‘Amarat share part of their diva with 
the Aqeydat, Dleym, and Khaza’el, tribes of the second 
rank, despised by the strong Bedouins of noble blood, 
with whom, however, they are occasionally allowed to 
ihe avail ften disputed 
e overlapping territory is very often dispute: 
country, but Titerterence need not necessarily happen, 
because one tribe may be pasturing far away in the North 
while the other tribe is actually in the disputed pasture- 
land, and the latter tribe may be far to the West or still 
farther to the South when the northern tribe returns to 
the centrally located, overlapping pastures. One tribe 
may use the winter pastures of that territory and the 
other tribe the spring pastures, and they may hardly 
ever meet on the same ground, though they may claim 
it exclusively at certain seasons of the year. 


Relation to Natural Features. 

Since very early times three great natural features 
have borne a close relation to the territorial sub-division 
of the major nomadic nations of Northern and Central 
Arabia. 

x. The first is a well-defined depression that cuts across 
the entire peninsula from the Red Sea at Al-Wejh to 
Basra and is marked by the irregular lines of Wadi- 
Humdh to the West and of Wadi-Ruma’ and its continua- 
tion, Al-Baten, to the East. The water-shed between 
these two systems of Wudian (plural of Wads) lies east 


APPENDIX B 243 


of Khaybar in Jabal-Abyadh. The ancient Bedouin tribes 
occupying areas North of this depresston are now represented 
also in Syria and Mesopotamia, but those with pastures 
Sone of the depression appear to have rematned in Centrat 
Arabla. 

2, The second of the great natural features is the Nufud 
(red sand desert) and its principal outliers, Al-Labbe and 
Ad-Dhana. The sands of the last reach south across 
Wadi-Ruma’ and, extending between Hufhuf and Riyadh, 
finally connect with the boundless southern sands of the 
“Empty Quarter’? (Rub el-Khali), which was first 
penetrated and crossed from the Indian Ocean, towards 
Al-Qatar at the Persian Gulf, by Bertram Thomas and 
also from the interior of Arabia by St. John Philby. 
These “ sands” have always constituted natural limits 
for the migrating nomads and their herds. During winter 
and spring the Nufud of Central Arabia is a healthy 
region. Out of the sands, moistened by the rains, spring 
up fragrant pastures, and the bushes sprout life-giving 
leaves and flowers ; but at other seasons all is a desolate 
waste. On rare occasions the nomad nations, whose 
normal ranges lie far north in Syria, return to this cradle 
of their race. A part of the northern group of the Wuld 
“Ali, for instance, in certain winters, wanders with its 
powerful allies and relations, the Ruala, southward to 
the neighbourhood of Teyma’, returning North again 
after their mares and camels have foaled. 

3. The third great natural feature is the chain of hills 
(Ar-Ruwaq, Abu-Rijmeyn, and Jabal-Bishri), which 
stretches in an almost straight line from Damascus to 
Deyr-ez-Zor on the Euphrates. Sheep-raising Bedouins 
are found north of these hills, camel-breeders to the 
south. The sheep-men occupy a steppe-like rolling 
country, rich in pasture which lasts into early summer. 
Settled areas are nowhere far distant to the East and 
West, and the tribes occupying these steppes will un- 
doubtedly be the first to establish permanent settlements. 
As far North as Tel al-Abyadh near the Turkish frontier, 
T have noticed that members of the Fid’an intermarry 
with settlers of that region. Mijhem ibn Meheyd, chief of 
the Fid’an, owns villages in Syria, while Mishal ibn-Faris, 
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of the Amud-Shammar, owns land and settlements 
in Iraq. Thousands of their Bedouins are even now 
at work in the fields, although the majority prefer tending 
live stock to ploughing, or raising date palms, as the 
Muntifiq do on the banks of the Shat al-Arab near Basra. 
The Tai’, one of the purest, most aristocratic of Bedouin 
tribes from Central Arabia, are now found in Mesopo- 
tamia, far North, near Nisibin, where they seldom fold 
their tents to pack them on camels and carry them to 
new pasture grounds. Half of their tents are ‘‘ perma- 
nently ” fixed, with reed and clay walls supporting the 
goat’s-hair canvas. Indeed, the Tai’ have, from a 
Bedouin point of view, already become a degenerate 
people ! 

The Bedouins with the largest pasture circles are those 
bordering on the Nufud and they will probably survive 
longest as irue nomads. These are the great camel-breeders, 
the Ruala and some of the Shammar, who also hold vast 
tracts of Al-Hamad, Al-Baten, and Al-Wudiyan. 


Political Changes. 

If the problematical frontiers between Ibn Sa’fid’s and 
the British and French spheres of influence in Northern 
Arabia are maintained, changes may be expected in the 
migration-territories of the Bedouins. The following, in 
my opinion, might well take place. 

The tribes, whose territories are now cut by the 3oth 
parallel (near Jauf, Wadi-Sirhan and North of the Nufud) 
would split, part of them remaining in Ibn-Sa’fid’s 
domains and the rest migrating to the North and staying 
permanently there. The continuance of yearly warfare, 
which usually takes place in spring, between the Zana- 
Muslim (Ruala and Wuld’Ali) and other ’Anaza tribes, 
would result finally in an agreement that would assign to 
the Ruala, who remain in Syria, the entire Hamad and 
western part of Al-Wudiyan. The rest of Al-Wudiyan 
would be given to the ’Amarat, and the steppe country 
North of the hills to the Fid’an and Saba’. First the 
Fid’an and then the Saba’ would gradually settle and the 
*Amarat might ultimately be induced by the Government 
of Iraq to settle down in Mesopotamia, after the new 
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irrigation projects have been developed. The Ruala 
would undoubtedly hold out the longest against any such 
policy, many of them preferring to perish in skirmishes 
or return to their brothers in Central Arabia rather than 
adopt the life of settlers. The Wuld ’Ali sheep-breeders 
would settle in the neighbourhood of Homs and Hama’ 
in Syria, and the camel-breeders amongst them would 
remain with the Ruala. 

Of the large Central Arabian Bedouin tribes we have 
the Muteyr, “Ateyban, Ajman, and Harb. Some have re- 
volted against Ibn Sa’fid’s projects of new settlements and 
the Ikhwan, or brotherhood movement of the Wahha- 
biyin, but a ‘‘ golden mean ” has been found by way of 
compromise. Converts to the ideals of purified Islam 
have voluntarily joined orders of the brotherhood in 
newly founded settlements in Kasim-Nejd and have be- 
come tillers of the soil, planters of date-gardens, or raisers 
of live stock in cultivated and irrigated districts. Others 
have remained true Bedouins and camel-breeders of the 
wilderness, but gather for yearly or seasonal tribal 
conferences with their relations in the Ikhwan settle- 
ments, and eventually carry the light of the purified 
religion forth into the desert. 

From personal contact with these people I must 
sincerely confess that I prefer them to any other Moslems 
I have ever met. They are faithful to their King and 
adhere to ancient customs. Their word of honour is 
absolute law, and they have the highest regard for life 
and property. Crime is absolutely unknown among 
them, and though sometimes they are described as 
fanatics, it is not true. Though they do not permit 
“unbelievers ” to live with them, they will not harm 
them, but return them safely out of their country. If 
they are attacked or betrayed, they can be vengeful 
and will exterminate their enemies completely. They 
are puritans, as Israel was under Moses, or as our fore~ 
fathers were, who went out as pioneers to North America, 
South Africa, and other places, founding new settlements 
and living only in the fear of God, jealously guarding 
their ideals. King Ibn Sa’id himself is of Bedouin 
descent, being of the Zana-Muslim, the Wuld ’Ali, and 
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Ruala stock, and it is only natural that Bedouin simplicity 
and the pure atmosphere of the great wilderness should 
find expression again under his spiritual influence over 
Islam. The family of the deposed Sherif of Mecca, 
Husseyn and his sons, (of whom the late Feisal was King 
of Iraq and Prince Abdalla is still ruler of Transjordan,) 
have lost all worldly and spiritual power amongst the 
Believers. The star of Ibn Sa’fd is rising to its zenith. 
Tt does not merely mark personal rise to power; the 
spiritual effect among all Moslems is already of para- 
mount importance. It has roused their desire for the 
purification of Muhammed’s inheritance, both worldly 
and spiritual, both nationalistic and religious—an in- 
spiration of race and faith. The purity and simplicity of 
the Bedouin, the ‘‘ father of all Arabs,” is at the root of 
this historical moment. The world of Islam is being 
roused by a child of Abraham, whose mother was Hagar. 
Ishmaél is making his influence felt. Perhaps Great 
Britain is destined to be the God-Father to this new 
child—Pan-Islamism. Great Britain may be called upon 
by the World of Islam to play the same réle of protector 
and counsellor as she has done, and will do, for the 
federation of Indian States, and she may further be 
called upon to devise a means of securing everlasting 
and “unarmed” peace between both the children of 
Abraham—Israel and Ishmaél. This would end the 
Jewish-Arab question. In my opinion, it can only come 
if England stands for an Arab Empire as it stands for an 
Indian Empire, and embraces within this Arab-Indian 
Empire, the Jewish State, as a stout ally of all Arab 
States. Arabs with their hands on the pulse of affairs 
in the Near and Far East have told me that the French 
and Dutch possessions in Asia will crumble after the 
imminent Russo-Japanese-American war, but that Japan 
would never interfere with Moslems and Hindu-Asia 
under the British, because Great Britain’s interest will 
cease ia the gate of Singapore and Japan’s will begin 
east of it. 


APPENDIX C 
Explanations to the Three Sketch Maps. 


HE ’Anaza, descendants of ’Anz the offspring of 
Ishmaél, the son of Abraham, and Hagar, his 

I Egyptian slave girl, are divided into the (a) 
Zana-Muslim (the Ruala and Wuld ’Ali) and (5) the Bishr- 
’Anaza (Saba’, Fid’an and ’Amarat). The Zana-Muslim 
and Bishr raid each other, but wars have been very rare, 
and they unite against common foes. 

Each tribe of the ’Anaza ‘‘ owns”’ smaller clans, who 
live “ under their heel,” but are allowed to call on the big 
brother tribe for protection against any of the others. 

During the absence of the camel breeders the smaller 
tribes usually take care of the sheep and goats which 
they leave behind. 

The chiefs of the important tribes own houses and land 
near big cities ; the Sha’lan of the Ruala in Jauf (Nejd), 
Dumeyr, Keryiteyn, Tudmur and Adra (Syria); the 
Ibn-Meheyd of the Fid’an in Deyr es-Zor, Raqqa and 
Aleppo (Syria). The Ibn-Hedeyb of the Saba’ in Hama 
(Syria); the Ibn-Smayr of the Wuld ‘Ali in Homs 
(Syria); the Beni Sakhr in Amman _ (Transjordan) ; 
the Ibn Hadhdhal of the ’Amarat in Al-Baghdadi, 
Kerbela and Rezaza fad the Ibn Dauish of the 
Muteyr in Artawiya (Kasim) and Jaraifa (Woshm) ; the 
Dhafir in Kuwait and Zubair; the Ajman in Sirrar 
({Hassa) ; the Harb in Samn4n (Sedeir), 'Ukba (Kasim,) 
and Dakhna fica) + the Ateyban in Zilfi (Sedeir), 
Khat-Khat (Kasim); the Kahtan in Hayathaim and 
Hasat (near Riyadh, Southern Nejd); the Shammar 
in Jafr, Beitha Nethil, and Ruwdh’ul-Uyun (near Hayil), 
Kana (Nufud); the Muntifiq near Basra (Iraq) ; 
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Hteym in Mustajidda (Jabal Shammer) and Hayat 
(near Khaybar). 

To give an accurate account of the number of tents of 
each tribe is impossible. Even the Authorities of Iraq 
and Transjordan, in spite of their special departments 
called ‘ Bedouin control,” can only offer vague figures. 
(See also British Handbook of Arabia, Admiralty War 
Staff, 1916.) 

The major tribes of Arabia may have the following 
number of tents, and to each tent I would calculate an 
average of five inhabitants :— 

The Ruala 7,000 tents. The Shammar 7,000 tents 
(Northern 4,500, Southern 2,500). The Ateyban 6,000 
tents. The Harb 5,600 tents. The Ajman 4,600 tents, 
The Fid’an 3,600 tents. The ’Amarat 3,200 tents. 
The Muteyr 2,800 tents (including 1,500 tents of the 
Barriya). The Dhafir 2,200 tents. The Wuld ’Ali 
2,000 tents. The Saba’ 1,800 tents. The Beni Sakhr 
1,600 tents. The Shararat 1,200 tents. The Hteym 
I,I00 tents. The Hueytat 800 tents. 

As a rule three or four times as many tents are attri- 
buted to these tribes; but from personal observation 
and inquiries I think that the above figures are approxim- 
ately correct. 

Camels may be reckoned at twenty to thirty per tent ; 
only among the Ruala and some other powerful camel- 
breeding tribes the “ lord ” of a Black Tent may own from 
forty to fifty camels, 

The chief families of the main tribes are: the Sha'lan 
of the Ruala ; the Ibn Faris, Ibn Ghussa and Al-Jaur 
of the Shammar; The Ibn Waeydha of the Berqa- 
Ateyban and Ibn Urbey’an of the Ruqa-Ateyban; the 
Al-Firm of the Harb; Ibn Hithleyn of the "Ajman; 
the Ibn Meheyd of the Fid’an ; the Ibn Hadhdhal of the 
’Amarat ; the Ibn Dauish of the Muteyr ; the Ibn Sueyt 
and Abu Dhara of the Dhafir ; the Ibn Milhem and Ibn 
Smayr of the Wuid ’Ali; the Ibn Mirshid and Ibn 
Hedeyb of the Saba’; the Ibn Haditha and Ibn Fayiz 
of the Beni Sakhr; the El-Hauwi of the Shararat ; 
the Ibn Jazi and Abu-Tayy of the Hueytat; the Ibn 
Hadi of the Kahtan ; the fbn Saleh of the Hadediyin ; 
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the Ibn Afnan of the Fuara; the At-Tai’ of the Tai’; 
the Sa'dun of the Muntifiq. 

The outstanding physical features of the Arabian 
Peninsula are not only important landmarks, but also 
natural boundaries of the nomadic tribes. 
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First : The two depressions cutting diagonally across the 
heart of Arabia from the Red Sea to the Persian Gulf: 
Wadi-Hamd and Wadi-Ruma’ (eastern end called 
el-Baten) are pasture districts of the Shammar, Dhafir, 
Juheina, Beli, Harb, Muteyr and ’Atayban (the most 
powerful tribe in Central Arabia, still pasturing in the old 
classical highland of Nejd between Medina and Anaiza.) 
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Second: The Nufud | (Red Sand Desert): the Sham- 
mar, Ruala, Shararat, Hueytat and ’Amarat. 


Third: The hills north of the Hamad and Wudiyan : 
the Wuld ‘Ali (allies of the Ruala), the Fid’an, Saba’, 
Hadediyin, Fuara and smaller tribes. 
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Fourth: The Hamad (flat gravel desert): the Ruala, 
Wuld ’Ali, Saba’ and part of the Fid’an, the Shararat, 
Hueytat, and Beni Sakhr only near Wadi Sirhan. 

Fifth: The Wudian (dry river-bed region East of the 
Hamad towards the Euphrates); the ’Amarat (allies of 
the Fid’an and Saba’), Dieym, Aqedat. 

Sixth: The Wadi Sirhan: the Ruala, Shararat, 
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Hueyiat, Beni Sakhr (in winter and spring only) and 
smailer tribes. 

Seventh: The Harra (flint, firestone desert): the 
Hueytat, Beni Sakhr and the Beni Hassan, the ‘“ Ahl 
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al-Jabal ” (Jabaliya), the ‘‘ Children of the Mountains ”’ 
‘Druse Mountain, the Hauran region). 

Eighth: the mountainous coast region from the Sinai 
south-west through the Hejaz: Hueytat, Beni ‘Atiyye, 
Beli, Jeheyna, Harb, also Muahib (a clan of the Saba’), 
and other small tribes. 
poe : The coast region of the Persian Gulf: Ajman, 
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Tenth: The river-land of Lower Iraq (Mesopotamia) : 
the Muntifiq and the river Arabs (small tribes) ; near 
Baghdad: the ’Amarat (only in late summer), the 
Khaza’el, Beni Tamin, Zoba’ and other small tribes ; 
North of Baghdad: the Northern-Shammar (up to 
Jabal Sinjar and the Khabur River) ; part of the Fid’an 
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North of the Khabur River, and the Agedat and Tayy. 
Besides a large number of small tribes scattered all over 
Mesopotamia from Nisibin to Kuwait. 

The Fuqara and Beni Wahhab near Tayma and 
Kaybar are sub-tribes of the Wuld ’Ali. 

The Wald Sleyman near Khaybar, Tayma and the 
Nufud are relations of the Fid’an. 


APPENDIX C 253 


The Mawahibnear Meda’in Salih (Hejaz) camp with the 
Beli now, but are of Saba’ descent. 

The Hueytat, clans of them are found even in Egypt 
(near Zagazig, Tanta, and Cairo}. It is claimed that they 
may be Nabataeans whose capital was Petra (Transjordan). 

The Beni ’Atiya, related to the Anaza, camp with the 
Hueytat (from Ma’an South and to near the coast). 

The Ahi Murra South of Hasa, Kharj (near Riyadh), 
Jafura desert and Jabrin. “ Possibly survivors of the 
pre-Arab population of the Peninsula.” 

The Kahtan (Qahtan) migrate from Asir to Hasa and 
from the Rub el’Khali to Kasim. This most ancient tribe 
of Arabia is still in its old range of pastures. 

The Beni Khalid, ancient tribe. Semi-settlers now. 
About 15,000 souls live scattered in Kasim, Hasa, and 
with the Ajman. 

Shararat. Join the Ruala, Shammar, Beni Sakhr, 
and Hueytat and pay for the use of their pastures. 

Hteym are related to the Shararat. Not only found 
from Jebal Shammar to Medina, but also in Yemen and on 
the Persian Gulf and in Egypt. 

Hawazin, allied, but not related to the Shararat. 
Formerly with the Harb, now in Kuwait. 

Sluba, gypsies of unknown origin. 

These last four tribes are considered base-born and are 
therefore despised by the “ aristocratic ’ (asi!) Bedouins 
of the desert. 
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GLOSSARY 


‘Apa, The Bedouin shepherd coat. Clothing of the Arabian 
nomad ; a collarless white shirt with long sleeves, worn over 
the body. It is never washed and the Bedouin wears it until 
it becomes tattered and torn. Next to this Thob he wears a 
Zebun—like a woman’s one-piece garment with open front 
from neck to waist, but usually buttoned up in a fancy way. 
Chiefs wear over this a Damir embroidered with silver thread, 
or short jacket with sleeves. The Aba, or camel-hair shep- 
herd’s coat is the famous Bedouin ‘ Toga,” which, according to 
the tribe, may be black, brown, or striped. In cold weather, 
or as a protection against the hot rays of the sun, the Farwa, 
a sheepskin-lined coat, is thrown over the Aba. I have often 
been asked the reason why the Bedouins wear so much 
clothing, even in the summer. Arabia is not tropical like 
Central Africa, South America, or the South Sea Islands, 
where clouds and humid air prevent the rays of the sun having 
a ‘‘ burning ” effect, as in desert countries, and the natives 
may walk about naked. The dry heat of the desert allows 
one to wear protective clothes without perspiring. The 
difference is comparable to sitting before an open fire, to 
that of being before a boiling, steaming cauldron. 

The headgear is a three-foot square cotton kerchief 
(Kaffiyah), folded in a triangle, placed over the head so that 
two corners fall over the shoulders and one over the back, 
A goat-hair cord (Aghal), that has been twisted to form two 
tings, each as thick as the little finger, is pressed over 
the forehead and, if necessary, to hold the kerchief tight to 
the head, the two corners of the kerchief are drawn under the 
chin in opposite directions and folded tightly under the cords 
close to the ears of the wearer. The colour of the head- 
kerchief varies among the tribes: white in Syria, pink and 
white in Nejd, Indigo and white in Iraq, etc. The head 
rope is made of plain black goat-hair or cotton, and varies 
only in thickness according to the various tribes, The 
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“fancy * Aghal is worn by the Princes and settled people 
of Arabia, Transjordan, Iraq, etc. The sandals of the 
Bedouins are made of gazelle or camel leather ; also the belt 
which every man and woman wears around the naked 
waist, 

Asp (pl. ‘aprp). A slave—a servant. Bedouins may be divided 
into free men and slaves. Every pure-blooded Arab nomad 
considers himself an aristocrat. He avoids all labour, with 
the exception of that which is necessary in relation to his 
war-mare and his racing-camel. For all other tasks, such as 
milking, pitching and striking tents, the preparation of the 
fire and work connected therewith, cooking, baking, loading 
the camels, and the hundred-and-one other jobs, there are 
the slaves, or the nomad’s mother, his wives, sisters and 
daughters. 

The black slaves, whose ancestors first came from East 
Africa, where they were captured and brought over the Red 
Sea to the Arabian peninsula, have been amongst the wander- 
ing Arabs for hundreds of years. “A servant born to my 
home,” says the slave owner. On the other hand, the slaves 
call their master ‘‘ Our Uncle.” Despite the familiarity, it is 
never permissable for a Bedouin woman, not even the lowest, 
or one many times divorced, to marry with a slave ; but the 
slaves may found families amongst themselves, The male 
issue of these negroes compose the bodyguard of their master. 
They fight side by side, and it is interesting to note what 
good chauffeurs they become and how cleverly they can 
handle an eight-cylinder car over the steppe, and against an 
enemy. They can also ride camels for weeks on end when 

After a successful raid the negroes receive a share of the 
booty. The position and the fortune of a chieftain may 
be said to depend upon his slaves, who are incredibly 
loyal. The richer the Sheykh, the greater the number of 
slaves and bodyguard, and the more dangerous it is for 
any other chieftain to covet his position and attempt 
his life. 

Apu, Father (of). 

Amun (pl. Amaurp). The Pillar (‘‘ Support ”) of a tent ; also the 
name of a mountain in the Southern Hamad. 

Ansyt (UgEIL or AGEYL). A neutral society of camel-traders 
and caravan leaders from Kasim and Nejd, with head- 
quarters in Baghdad. Not related to the ancient Ugayl 
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tribe (from whom the Muntifiq descend). Anyone travelling 
in the company of an Akay] is protected and unobtrusively 
helped on his way anywhere in Arabia Deserta. 

Ax (Tribe) —AuL (People). 

’Aram (pl. ALAMEYN). Stone column, or a landmark. 


Amir (pl. Umara). Prince, or paramount chief of a federation of 
Bedouin tribes. 


Axip. A Guide, leader of a raid, or commander in war. 
*Anaza. Confederation of five Bedouin tribes. 


*AnaIzA. Town in Kasim. 
(See also Enaza.) 

Asura (pl. “ASHA’IR). Tribe. 

Asit. Noble (of “ known ” origin). 

Ayn. “Eye,” a well (pl. Uyun—also used for scouts). 

Babawi (pl. BEnu). Bedouins ; migrating Arabs, who have spread 
since the third century over vast desert territories of the 
Near East (Mediterranean, Red Sea, and Persian Gulf). 
We find these Semitic nomads to-day as camel-, sheep-, and 
goat-breeders, or semi-settlers, from the Turkish border 
in Northern Iraq and Syria to the southern coast of Oman 
on the Indian Ocean, and from the mountains in Persia 
to the shores of the Atlantic in Morocco. 

All nomad Arabs are divided into one of two classes ; 
the camel-breeders of the inner deserts and the sheep-breeders 
on the edge of the settled lands. As in Arizona and other 
Western States of America, the cattlemen despise the sheep- 
men, so here the camel-breeders feel themselves superior to 
the sheep-breeding Arabs, claiming even a contribution of 
their products by way of taxation in return for a promise of 
protection against other tribes and enemies. The Ruala 
and other powerful tribes have also similar agreements 
with the settlers in oases and cultivated lands. Camel Arabs 
are of one caste, the sheep-breeders have still further differ- 
ences—(i) those tribes which, besides sheep and goats, also 
tear horses, and (ii), those who ride asses. The latter are 
entirely disdained and are classified with the fellaheen, or 
peasants. The true Bedouin would not dare, even as an 
experiment, to ride on an ass, or touch a dog other than a 
Stuki, which are considered Asi! (noble}, like the pure-bred 
horses. East from Damascus to the Euphrates stretches an 
unbroken range of hills, the Jabal Ruak, Abul Rijmeyn, and 
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Bishri. North of these hills the shepherd Bedouins wander, 
South of them the camel-breeders. The sheep-men only take 
the risk of penetrating the camel pastures of the Hamad and 
‘Wudiyan to the extent of about thirty to a hundred miles, 
when, after a wet winter, sufficient grass, rain-pools and lakes 
are reported in spring. The camel-breeders do not fear the 
waterless stretches of the desert in Inner Arabia, Every 
morning the camels are marched out in the general direction 
taken by the tribe, the herders for the most part invisible, 
crouching behind the humps of theirled camels. They make 
one aware of their presence, however, by their singing and 
yodelling or by the whirling of a camel-stick over their 
heads, 

The herders and their troops travel long or short distances 
daily, according to the condition of the pasturage, They go 
anything up to ten miles from the camp and return to the 
tents only after sunset, when their camels are milked. The 
owner then gives his herdsmen the woollen hobbles, with 
which one leg of the camel is tied up, so that during the night 
they cannot stray far. 

Everything the Bedouin and his flocks need or produce 
comes originally from the soil ; i.e., the tent made of the wool 
of the camel, which again, lives on the herbs and flowers of 
the wilderness. The tent posts, coffee mortar, camel-litter 
frames and wooden parts of rifles, etc., are made of tree- 
trunks, branches and roots, which have been covered under 
the Nufud sand for centuries. 

In the movements of his herds and the regular changing 
of pasture grounds lies the secret of the good health of 
the Bedouin. Though the Arab nomads, by our standards, 
live unhygienically, the vicinity of his tent is always clean, 
because he never remains long on one spot. The soil and air 
of the desert seem actually to be sterile. Semi-nomads and 
settlers, on the contrary, suffer from all sorts of complaints, 
especially malaria and consumption, mostly due to their 
insanitary habits. The dry air of the open desert and steppe, 
the constant fresh wind and the healing sun have always 
unobstructed entry into the tent of the nomad Bedouin. 
Rain falls in short showers (ground mist is very infrequently 
experienced) and sun and wind quickly dry up all the 
moisture which the thirsty earth has not absorbed. 

A more pleasant trip than the migration with an indepen- 
dent camel-breeding tribe is hardly possible to contemplate. 
Even the gentle breeze of the summer day can be enjoyed 
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for hours at a stretch in the sun-filtered shadows of a Bedouin 
tent. There is never anything oppressive about it, as 
would be the case in a sultry, humid climate. Flies and mos- 
quitoes, and in consequence, eye troubles, malaria, and other 
fevers and diseases caused by such insects, are also non- 
existent in the highland desert of Inner Arabia. Dysentry 
and typhoid may break out only if polluted water has been 
used, and yet despite this possibility, much less often than 
one would imagine to be the case. 

The intense dryness of the air of the high plateaux is most 
favourable to the health of its inhabitants. The average 
duration of life there is unusually long, but in such a life 
fatalities are numerous, and only a small number of Bedouins 
reach the age of forty-five or fifty. About three-fifths of 
the men between sixteen and forty-five lose their lives in war 
and raids, through accidents, famine, and other hardships. 
However, the actual ‘survival of the fittest ’’ commences 
amongst the babies. Only about a quarter (or in ‘‘ good 
years,” a third), survive the first year, Wounds heal quickly 
and thoroughly, but people seriously injured often succumb 
suddenly to the hardships and sufferings imposed upon them, 

Bedouins are not exclusively meat eaters, nor vegetarians, 
but live almost entirely on milk,cheese, bread, and occasionally 
game. They eat more meat in the summer, when they have 
to kill a greater number of camels that are in poor condition. 
The Bedouin is always on “diet,” and at the same time 
always on the move. Therefore, he is always hungry and 
ready for plunder and ever eager for the chase. 

Hunting helps out their meagre fare, as do truffles, 
locusts, wild birds’ eggs, honey, and the seeds of wild herbs, 
roots, and bulbs. Ammunition is too expensive to waste on 
the meaner game, so well-trained hawks and hounds are 
employed and bring the hunter hares, bustards, sand grouse 
and sometimes a gazelle. On a large game animal the 
Bedouin will risk two bullets, but all day long he will suffer 
temorse for a wasted cartridge. Thousands of Mauser 
carbines were distributed amongst the Bedouin tribes during 
the Great War by the Turks, who received them from the 
Germans. 

Repair parts (or complete rifies in parts) and ammunition 
are still smuggled into the desert from Asia Minor, in rice, 
wheat and barley bags, benzine tins, etc. The Bedouins also 
make their own gunpowder from charcoal, sulphur and 
saltpetre, which they find in various parts of the wilderness, 
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and they hire craftsmen from secondary tribes, or from 
settled districts, who very cleverly carve the hard wood of 
certain desert trees into gun-shatts, etc. 

BatTIn (BATEN). The eastern end of Wadi Ruma. 

BeytT (pl. Bryut). The black goat-hair tent of the Ruala chieftain 
rests on seven posts in the centre of the roof, which is seventy 
yards long and ten to twelve yards wide. It is raised about 
fourteen feet above the ground and is held in place by small 
supports at the outer edges. Two or more extra posts may 
be erected in the centre of the tent if it is necessary to 
extend it. The lee-side is always open. Only once have 
I experienced the collapsing of a tent and that was in a terrible 
storm. As soon as a strong wind arises, the walls of the tent 
on the windward side are dropped, and held fast by large 
stones and tent-pegs. The tent is then streamlined, so that 
there is no resistance to the wind, and the storm blows over 
it, although the farther side will be open to the height of six 
to seven feet. Even during the cold winter rain-storms, the 
interior of a Bedouin tent is generally pleasantly warm, fully 
protected from the wind, and peaceful. 

From a distance it is easy to recognise whether a collection 
of tents belongs to sheep or camel herders. In order to 
protect the smaller animals at night from thieves and wild 
beasts, the shepherds pitch their tents in a semi-circle, or 
half-moon formation. The camel men, on the other hand, 
arrange their tents in parallel lines. The great camel herds 
lie at night in bunches before the open tent, all facing the 
desert, The coffee hearth is in the centre of the men’s section 
of the tent and is dug a foot deep in the soil. It is a yard 
or more in diameter, though much more in a chief's tent. 
The sand dug out is piled in a heap and over it is thrown an 
old carpet, or a piece of tent canvas. If this heap is low, a 
saddle may be set on top, with cushions; two mattresses 
are placed at the sides (round the hearth), and the chieftain 
and his guests take their places here. 

If it rains in the evening, the smoke of the fire and the 
continuous wind soon dry the tent walls. The rising sun 
completes the work before the tent is struck and rolled up, 
to be loaded on to a camel. This is important, for the damp 
tent would be too great a burden. 

Brrrtye. The wilderness. 

Bunt (pl. Banat). Daughter (of). 

Brrke. Cistern, or water-hole. 
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Danna (Diwan). A hard gravel desert and steppe, covered at 
intervals with strips (‘‘ tongues ”’ or “ belts ”), of Nufud sand 
and, possibly, ground water. There are wells in the Dahna, 
but not in the Nufud sands. The Dahna of Central Arabia 
is the Eastern and Southerly extension of the Nufud Desert; 
the Rub al-Khali of Southern Arabia is an immense barrier 
composed of Dahna and Nufud Desert. 


Daxuit. The sacred word which ensures protection in case of 
danger (raid, blood-feud, etc.). 

Das (pl. Durus). Caravan-route. 

Davasir. Wadi Dauasir, which, for about 260 miles, stretches 
through Central Arabia and appears near the Persian Gulf, 
in the depression of Hassa (Wells of Hofhuf). 


Duatvt (pl. Duutvr). Saddled (riding or racing) camel. 

Dira. A pasture-district. Each tribe has its established range 
of migrations. Strangers trying to cross a tribal territory 
must procure a Rafiq (protector, or guide), or run the risk 
of being raided. 

Exim. A Bedouin rug. 

Enaza. A mountain in the Hamad Desert. 

Fatk (pl. Furux), Crater—hollow—in a sand-dune. 


Faras. “ Mare,” the general term for Horse among Bedouins. 
Only mares are ridden on raids—stallions would betray the 
presence of the raiders by neighing, and besides, they have 
not such great endurance, nor are they so frugal. They must 
be properly fed and watered. The Ruala, the tribe with 
three hundred and fifty thousand camels, possesses not more 
than twelve hundred mares ; in war they mount ten times as 
many dhulul (riding and racing camels). This makes a 
numerous body of warriors, which can only be equalled 
by uniting the four next largest neighbouring tribes, with the 
exception of the Shammar Bedouins, who, at any rate in Nejd 
and Iraq, together reach almost the strength of the Ruala. 

Further, the Ruala, on account of their unity and fighting 
spirit, are a far superior people. Contrary to the style of the 
North African nomads, the Bedouin of Inner Arabia has no 
knowledge of a saddle. Instead, he throws a gazelle or 
panther skin over the back of his horse. Only recently have 
saddle-like pads been introduced from Syria and Iraq. The 
Bedouin needs no spur, no sharp-edged stirrup-iron, and no 
whip. 
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Free and unrestrained—“‘like a wild animal ’—the 
Bedouin rides his mare with but a slack head-rope, or halter, 
without reins, bit or curb—just a single rope. He guides his 
mount generally by words or by hand or thigh pressure, 
The cruel indifference of the Bedouins towards the sick or 
wounded animals is sometimes quite beyond comprehension. 
The poor beasts are left to face their fate alone, and, indeed, 
they are left without food or water; but if by chance they 
find something to eat and drink, they are not hindered. Why 
do not these otherwise considerate men kill off the poor 
brutes ? Why do they not put them out of their misery ? 

The Bedouin believes in inevitable fate. One would, 
therefore, be interfering with what is ordained. Even a 
stray animal, or one that runs up to them, they ignore 
utterly. They, too, will be left to die of hunger and thirst. 
For, should the true owner of the animal find his horse 
or camel again and still living, he will recognize from its 
condition that it had not been stolen, 

To steal, and to plunder while on a raid, are two quite 
different things. To keep alive a stray animal suggests that 
the man who does so has a good idea to whom it really 
belongs. In this case, the finder sends a message to the owner 
and informs him that a camel or a horse with a strange mark 
will be found with him. 

On the wanderings or migrations, animals that lag behind 
exhausted, enfeebled, or injured, are not always slaughtered. 
Men who watch over the herds of their master must not 
kill a sick or injured animal at once. For then it might come 
to pass that the herder would be in a position to sell or make 
a present of animals undetected. The master must have 
the opportunity of seeing with his own eyes that the animal 
is dying or badly damaged, and that his servant has not sold 
or given it away. That such customs lead to unexampled 
cases of cruelty will be understood. How often have I, in 
the wilderness, put out of its misery a lonely, stranded animal, 
surrounded already by ghoulish vultures and jackals. 


Faris. “ Cavalier.” The man who rides a Faras (Mare). 
Farwa. Sheepskin-lined shepherd's coat. 

Guana. A species of Tamarisk in the Nufud. 

Guazal (pl. Guiztan). The gazelle. 


Guazu—Razv. Razzia. “Raid.” Raiding is not war, for the 
Bedovins have an ancient chivalrous code of raiding. This 
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allows them only to drive off a number of camels from their 
enemies—if possible, without shedding any blood, not 
so much out of regard for the life of their foes, but because 
they fear the blood-feud of their avengers. 

When on Razu the men ride fleet dhulul, or racing-camels ; 
their mares are tied to the camel-girths and walk or canter 
alongside. In this way the horses’s strength is reserved 
until the last moment of the attack or flight, for Bedouins 
prefer to go a long distance when plundering. To raid 
neighbours would draw their immediate vengeance upon them. 
A raid is disciplined by the laws which arise out of regard 
for the blood-feud. A blood-fued may be inherited through- 
out three generations, or for even as long as one hundred 
years, The soul of the man whose blood has been spilt must 
be pacified, according to their ancient beliefs. 

For weeks on end we had been fourteen to sixteen hours 
daily in the saddle ; on exceptional occasions from twenty 
to twenty-two hours in the saddle, so that distances of 
one hundred miles a day or more were not unusual. 

I lost a fifth of my weight on one great raid, decreasing 
my normal weight of 138 Ib. to 108 lb., without suffering 
any harm to my health. But at the same time, our 

austed racing-camels were rendered useless for a whole 
year by the unbelievable exertions lasting for months, and 
many died of the hardships. 

Gum (goom). The “enemy.” 

Hajra. A stony plain. 

Hazes. Aleppo. 

HamaD. The Syrian and North Arabian Desert, an endless, 
undulating tableland, with a hard surface and with sparse 
vegetation. The Hamad is a high plateau of about 2,200 to 
3,000 feet in height, covered with fine, dark grit and gravel, 
No wells exist, only rain-pools during winter and spring 
months, No trees, bushes and grass grow. Only herbs and 
dwarf flowers (bulbs and plants); but we recognize many 
old friends, such as primulas, anemones, poppies, narcissi, 
tulips, and others, All are covered with those brick-red, fat 
caterpillars, on which not only innumerable pintail sand- 
grouse feed, but also camels, horses, gazelles, oryx-antelopes, 
and wild ostriches, which, in their turn, attract the panther 
and the lynx. 


Hamp (Hump). Wadi el-Hamd. This Wadi—about 460 miles 
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in length—originates, like Wadi Ruma, in the Harra of 
Khaibar. It passes Medina and ends 22 miles South of El- 
‘Wejh, in the Red Sea. 


Hars. “ War ’’—also the name of a powerful tribe in Central 
Arabia. 

Harm (Hareem). Haram, the “ Forbidden,” the “' sacred 
privacy ” of a house. The lot of all nomad women is hard. 
The husband, who despises work, prefers to follow a romantic 
life as a raider, hunter, and herdsman. There are, of course, 
exceptions, but they are rare. Several wives are permitted 
to the Bedouin by his religion. However, polygamy occurs 
chiefly in order to provide protection for the widow and 
children of a brother or near relation. A chief strengthens 
his political connections by marriages. He also wants to 
gather a great number of sons about him. 

The moral life of the Arabian nomad is, in general, of a 
high standard, Woe to the desert-born man if he molests 
a young maid, Father and brother will cut their daughter 
to pieces if she gives herself to a man before marriage. A 
married woman who cares for a man other than her husband 
makes no secret of it. Usually she will tell him; when, 
without let or hindrance, she will be given her freedom. 
She must, however, return the bridal gift {a certain number of 
camels). But should the case arise that her husband will not 
divorce her, she will flee at the first opportunity into a 
strange or neighbouring tent and call for the protection of the 
owner, There she will rest awhile, undisturbed, until her 
husband is prepared to put everything in order for divorce. 
If he divorces his wife of his own will, he cannot demand 
the return of the bridal gift. Unfaithfulness, in most cases, 
is punishable by death. 


Harra (pl. Hrrar). “Hot” land. Dark volcanic regions, 
which reflect the heat from their barren, fissured surfaces. 
The Harra has not been so affected by winds and rain as the 
soft lime and sandstone formations in other parts of Arabia. 

Sudden great climatic differences in this dry desert of the 
Harra, however, have split and broken up the top layers of 
lava, pumice, and basalt, creating immense beds of cracked 
tocks, flints and gravel, which at certain places are so sharp- 
edged that they become almost impassable on camel or 
horseback. Some regions, indeed, are impassable even on 
foot. The origin of some of the Harras is attested by historical 
record, and even by eye-witness, and is mentioned in 
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Josiah (xxxix, 9, 10), who lived about 600 B.c. The well- 
known Harta, East of Medina, was created by volcanic 
eruptions in 1256, lasting several weeks and threatening to 
destroy Medina. Since then no other volcanic disturbances 
have become known in Arabia. 


Hasa. Province on the Eastern shore of Arabia, with Hufhuf as 
the capital. 

Havou (pl. Hiyapx). A water-hole in hard gravel soil 

Havran. The Druse Mountains, in Syria. 

Hayit. Seat of the Shammar since late medizval times. 

Heyaz. ‘‘ Divider” between the Tihama coast region of the Red 
Sea and inland high plateau of Nejd, and also dividing Syria 
from Yemen, the Western coastal Province of The Arabian 
Peninsula. Hejaz is the “ Holy Land of Arabia,” with 
Mecca and Medina as the Holy Cities. 

Ha (Ha). A reserved pasture district of the Arabian Govern- 
ment. The Hima of the Deraje (between Medina and 
Anayza, near Wadi el-Jerir, Wadi el-Miya, and Wadi-er- 
Ruma), at the time of Kalif Omar, was good for 300 horses 
and 30,000 camels. It had the best pasture, water and climate 
(elevation from 3,000 to 3,600 feet), and was the classical 
Arabia of ancient romance and history. 

Hupara. The Arabian bustard. 

Hurra (pl. Hara’rr). A water-hole in clay or loam, 

Husay. A stallion. 

In. Son (of). 

Ime At-Karss. Ancient Arabian Poet, of pre-Islamic times. 

Isma£t. The Son of Abraham and Hagar, his Egyptian slave- 
girl. He was the first man to speak “the language of the 
Angels Arabic, the first to shoot an arrow from a bow and 
to ride an Arabian steed. 

JaBat (pl. Jipar). A “‘ mountain.” Granite usually forms the 
foundation of a mountain in Arabia; sandstone, with lime 
above or between. Lava and other volcanic material break 
through the top layers and cover large regions of Western 
Arabia. (See Harra.) Gypsum and salt appear in large 
quantities in depressions near mountains and at the edges 
of high plateaux where the drainage of rain-water is lacking 
(Wadi Sirhan, etc.). 

Jamat (pl. Jrmat), Camel. 
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Jav{f) (pl. Aywar). Wide pasture plain, Jaufis also the name for 
an oasis at the Southern end of Wadi Sirhan. 

jmp, The common ancestor of a tribe. 

Jupp {pl. Jonas). A water-hole. 

Kania (pl. Kasa’Ir). Bedouin Tribe. 

Karira (pl. Kawarit). Caravan. 

Kaus (pl. Kurpan). Ancient well or water-hole. 

Karn (pl, Kurun). “Horn”; also used for plaits, or a solitary 
mountain. 

Kasim (Qasim). Province in Nejd with many oases and settle- 
ments. Its physical peculiarities are sand underlaid with 
sandstone or chalk, covered with low bushes and constant 
subsoil water. Situated South of Jabel Shammar, within 
‘Wadi er-Ruma (“a Iand of green villages in a winding sheet of 
sand”}, ANAyzA and Burayna, ancient Bedouin trading- 
centres and commercial towns for large caravan traffic to all 
parts of Arabia. 

Kasr (pl. Kusur). A fortified or walled-in place. 

Kam. (Secretary) to a chief. Even writing is considered work 
among the aristocrats of the desert. They have one of their 
slaves or a man from settled country to act in this capacity. 


Kepisu, Common, not of noble descent. 

Kets (pl. Kizaz). Sheep-dog, 

Ketuas. A camel-litter of a chief's wife. 

KnApRa (pl. Kuwapart). Rain-pool (depression) in the Hamad 


Kuatr. (Rub el-Khali.) Uninhabited desert. 

Kuan. Caravanserai. 

Kueyt (pl. Kurvut). A term used for the horse. 

Kuor. Low, salty ground. 

Kuvuver (pl. Kuupur). Herbs, pasturage. 

Lappe. The Eastern part of the Nufud Desert. Favourite 
pasture ground of the Ruala tribe. 

Lepsen Hare. Sour curds (Yoghourt milk}. A goat is killed, 
the stomach dried in the sun and later filled with fresh milk. 
Undoubtedly the germs remaining in the stomach lining are 
the fermenting milk bacilli which create Yoghourt. 

Ma (pl. Mrva). Water (course). 
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Marxas. The Ark of Ishmaél, the tribal banner of the Ruala. 
Meyus. Assembly, council of men. 

MeEwzit. The men’s quarters of a Bedouin tent. 

Mrysa, Fire (cooking-place in a tent), built on the ground. 
Munarupx. “ Protector” (Host). 

Munayjjata. A mare with white stockings on the fore-legs. 


Munaxs. The spot where the camels rest during the night in 
front of the women’s quarters of the tent. 


Musi. In their innermost heart the Bedouins are still pagans. 
slam has stirred them little or not at all. Their religion is 
based on a belief that Nature is haunted by spirits. With this 
goes a gift of occult and psychic powers, as found among most 
primitive people who live so close to nature and the elements. 
Their Paradise is the happy pasturage and hunting-grounds 
on the moon. There all Bedouins live in peace beside one 
another, own rich herds, noble horses, and eternally young 
women. Those amongst the tribesmen who, according to 
their customs and usages, have been lawless, will, in the life 
after death, be severely punished ; as fellaheen, they will 
have to water the land on the sun with the sweat of their 
brows. There will be no night for rest and no cessation of 
labour ; work will be an eternal punishment. The sun is, 
therefore, likened to an old, embittered woman ; the moon, 
on the other hand, is a healthy, lusty young man, 

For the most part the Bedouins are still very super- 
stitious ; they migrate and fight only when the dew on the 
herbs has evaporated. The evil spirits are at work as long 
as the dew still lies. For the same reasons, the Bedouins 
give their children ‘‘ strong ” names, that is, they call them 
after wild animals, healthy plants, and fear-inducing elements, 
or manly virtues and honourable characteristics. Religious, 
names, like Muhammad, Ali, and so on, are of comparatively 
recent appearance, and seldom met with. Superstitious 
scruples forbid them to count the number of their tents, 
camels or people. Though they may consider it frivolous, 
they will not hesitate to mention any fantastic number to 
impress a stranger or to scare their enemies. 

A deceased person is no longer held in respect. An example 
of almost absurd indifference is given during their burials. 
As the Bedouin is always wandering, almost every day on 
the move, everything is naturally superficial and ephemeral. 
If one dies and must be quickly buried, stones are gathered 
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and placed on the grave. If anyone else dies in the same 
camping-place, a new grave will not be prepared, but the 
corpse will simply be laid alongside the first grave, the stones 
from which will be removed and with a little earth, placed on 
the second body. And so, neither of the dead is properly 
interred, and the vultures, hyenas and dogs find it easy to 
scratch up and devour the bodies. 

Naca. A milch Camel. 

Naxs. Passage in a mountain. 

Neqp. Nine districts are in it : Kasim, Sedeir, Wosham, ‘Aridh, 
Kharj, Hariq, Affij, Saleyyil and Dauasir. The political 
centre is Riyadh. Nejd is a high steppe and desert country, 
blessed by summer rains and a temperate climate, situated in 
the very heart of Arabia, with fertile valleys, pasture districts, 
many settlements, oases, and patches of arable land. 

Norup (pl. Anrap). The great “‘ ocean” of red sand, extending 
between Jauf and Hayil, and between Teyma and Lina. 
The best-grazing ground within the Nufud is the depression 
of Jubba, on the Jauf to Hayil route. The red or dark orange 
colour of the Nufud sand is supposed to be caused by oxide of 
iron covering the surface of the fine, but heavy grains of 
quartz sand. The sand of the Northern Nufud seems to 
be made up of granite ; the other parts more of soft sandstone 
and lime. The Nufud region is actually an immense basin 
(about 500 feet below the Hamad plateau), filled with the 
sand which heavy North and North-Western winds have 
driven into it during April and May. This is the season of 
sandstorms, which usually produce thunder and rain. The 
sand is piled up in large crescent-shape dunes to a height of 
500 feet, with hollows or horse-shoe craters that reach to the 
very bottom of the hard soil beneath. “ Hauila,” a land 
mentioned in the Bible (Genesis ii. 11, x. 29, xxv. 18), must 
have been the Nufud region, and Pishon, the river of Paradise, 
which surrounds the land of Hauila, was probably the 
Wadi-er-Ruma. 

Nuxra. A narrow depression between sand-dunes or lava hills. 

Rarix (Rarig). A protecting guide, ‘‘ whose face has been 
recognized” by his friends and enemies, so that he can 
accompany a man or several people, who have been entrusted 
to him, safely amongst various tribes, or different parts of 
the desert. 

Rajouz (pl. Rijar). Fellow-man. 
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Raia, The migration of the tribe. 

Ramu. ‘‘ Er-Rimal,” sand; the Abode of Emptiness, the Rub 
el-Khali, the Great Empty Desert of Southern Arabia. 
For the first time crossed from the South by an Englishman, 
Bertram Thomas, and from the North also by an English 
man, St. John Philby. 

Ras (pl. Ru’vs). “Head”; the promontory of a mountain. 

RasuMma. Headstall of a horse or camel. 

Raupuk (pl. Ruapuat or Rryapu). A verdant depression. 

Rum (pl. Rujum). A cairn, landmark, 

Riyapu. “Green Hollows.” Situated in Wadi Hanife; the 
political capital of Nejd and Arabia proper. (Kingdom of 
Saup1 ARABIA.) 

Ruma (Raman or Ren). Wadi er-Ruma originates in a Harra 
near Khaybar; after receiving Wadi el-Gerir and passing 
Burayda and the Eastern part of Kasim, with two arms of 
the Dahna Desert, becomes al-Batin, the most important 
Wadi in Eastern Arabia, the very gateway to Nejd from 
Iraq and the Persian Gulf, Almost seven hundred miles in 
length from Basra to Nejd. Anayza, the ‘‘ Mother of Nejd,” 
lies within this Wad#. 

Rumu. The Bedouin lance. 

Sapxua (pl. SrBAKH). Low saline ground, 

Saker. A falcon, hawk. 

SaLa. Beater corps on a hunt. 

SeiL. Torrent in a Wadi after a heavy rainstorm. 

Semu. Seeds of a certain desert plant. 

Semn. Liquid butter, carried in goatskins on migrations. 

Sua’ts (pl. Sur’as). Wadi-course, a ravine. 

SuamMar. JabalShammar. The ancient highland which stretches 
from the Southern edge of the red sand (Nufud) desert to 
Wadi er-Ruma (including the 5,000 feet Khaybar water- 
shed between the Red Sea and Persian Gulf). The Shammar 
Bedouins founded Hayil as their political and trading centre 
near Jabal Aja and Salma (in ancient times called the Jabel 
Tai’, after the Tai’ Bedouins), now called Jabal Shammar. 
Sheykh Abdulla ibn Rashid, of the ’Abde-Shammar tribe, 
who had been Governor for Ibn Said in Hayil, made a bid 
for independence in 1847. He became not only the Amir 
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of Hayil, but also of the great nomadic societies and settled 
communities in Nejd and Kasim. The present King of 
Arabia (of the former house of the Amirat of Nejd, Ibn 
Safid), subdued the last ruling member of the Rashid family, 
and established a united Inner Arabia and Hejaz, which has 
become the strongest political and religious power in Arabia 
for centuries, and whose influence may embrace all Muslim 
countries within a short time. 


Suark. East (or to the right). 
Suma. North (or to the left). 
Snepap. A racing camel-saddle. 


Suerir (pl. AsHrarF). A descendant of Hassan, son of Ali and 
Fatima, grandson of the Prophet. 


SHEYKH (pl. SHryuKH). The Chief “ of a clan or tribe.” Bedouin 
society is still patriarchal, and the Sheykh is expected 
very conscientiously to live up to the old customs of his fore- 
fathers. He must be a lavish host and entertainer, and in his 
youth a fearless leader of raiding parties. He must be a 
protector to his own people and to his guests, and form 
alliances (brotherhoods) with neighbours (other nomads and 
settlers) against their common enemies. 

The inheritance of the Sheykh is not certain; often it 
depends on the favour of his tribe, and especially on his 
courage and personal power as a leader, A despot and 
tyrant will only reign a short while. Ordinarily, however, 
the Sheykh’s supreme position is inherited by his nearest 
male relative (son, grandson, cousin, uncle), but very few 
families have held it for more than a century. A number of 
families can often be found in each tribe which are more 
respected in regard to noble and historical descent than their 
own chief. Poverty among the Bedouins is never a reason 
for disrespect. 

Wealth, however, is necessary to the acceptance of the 
Sheykh-hood. Orphans and poor people have to be taken 
care of ; guests visiting a tribe are entertained and presents 
given to them by the Sheykh. Slaves have to be bought and 
allies have to be bribed in case of war. Political missions to 
other tribes or to other Princes of Inner Arabia have to be 
financed. Arms and ammunition have to be acquired, and 
lately, even automobiles. Perhaps we may see, one of these 
days, a big chief ‘‘ sizing up ” the pasture grounds and rain- 
pools of his tribe from the cockpit of an aeroplane. 
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Though they own a chief, Bedouins do not become subjects, 
but remain free to do as they please. They are never ordered. 
to do anything, but follow voluntarily the example of their 
Sheykh. Following an example, however, requires a certain 
amount of obedience and submission to their leader (Sheykh 
or Akid). A man joins voluntarily in a raid, or even in a war ; 
an individual family cannot be ordered even to join the 
migrating tribe. A Bedouin does everything out of necessity, 
but never by command or compulsion. 

The Sheykh is not allowed to pronounce a judgment, 
he may only “‘ suggest ” the way (or way out) fora punishment 
or peace. There are no taxes to be paid, but each man shares 
his spoils with his neighbour or “ raider-in-arms.” A family 
(or a whole clan) are permitted to join another tribe without 
first asking permission of their own Sheykh or the chief of 
the tribe which they adopt, even if they go over to avowed 
enemies, 

To-day, however, many of the chieftains do not live 
permanently with their tribes. They receive support from 
European powers, living a settled life in some village or 
town of the Near East. Their subjects are kept in restraint 
by the large number of their relatives and slaves, whom they 
have armed with cars and machine-guns. The weak must 
submit and bear the yoke. Large tribes split up through 
disunion and fighting. Many of them prefer to live in the 
greater security offered them on the edge of the settled areas. 

‘here they exchange their camels for sheep and goats, with 
which, however, they dare not penetrate too deeply into the 
wilderness, for the smaller animals are dependent on water. 
These new pasture areas are, therefore, closely bounded and 
the people fall into the hands of new masters—the Europeans, 
or the Arab Princes of the mandate territories. The pulse 
of the great migrations weakens, the sheepmen become, 
gradually, but surely, settlers. They prefer the edge of the 
cultivated lands, where they have their own wells and water- 
holes. Stagnation steps in and degeneration follows. The 
erstwhile free nomad becomes a “ clay face,” a settler. 

The Arab lacks the traditional “love of the soil,” which 
is so characteristic of the European peasant. The nomad who 
settles down will become a servant, a serf; but never an 
honest peasant. His young men are taken and pressed into 
the military service of foreign powers. His daughters inter- 
marry with the old settler fellaheen in Syria and Iraq. Thus 
the glorious freedom of the Bedovin, his birthright from 
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eternal wanderings, comes to an end. In war against 
European troops the Ruala are, to-day, powerless. Aero- 
planes could quickly annihilate them or compel them to 
surrender. But neither the Turks, nor any of the Princes of 
Inner Arabia, have ever been capable of bringing the Ruala 
under their yoke. 

With the gold which the Ruala so easily obtained during 
the World War, they believed they had made their inde- 
pendance still more secure. They bought a great number of 
automobiles which were to advance before the wandering 
tribe in search of pastures and watering places. This, natural- 
ly, made lighter the exhausting reconnaissance rides. Distant 
lightning in the evening or during the night determines for the 
Bedouin the direction he will take the next morning. In the 
storm area he expects to find fresh rain-pools and pastures, 
The Bedouins, however, quickly discovered that automobiles 
were eminently suitable for hunting the gazelle and for 
raiding. They found they could now dash over the end- 
Jess flat plateaux of hard gravel with unexpected speed, and 
rise not only the wild creatures, but also their enemies, 

ithout great danger to themselves. 

The chiefs of the Ruala possessed in the years 1927 to 1929 
no less than twenty-one first-class American cars, with 
which they formed a “ fighting fleet,” manned with the best 
sharp-shooters from their bodyguards. The enemies of the 
Ruala naturally started to do the same thing. Now began a 
ruthless slaughter of men and animals. Unhappily, innumer- 
able good horses of the Ruala and their opponents were also 
killed. Four fierce automobile skirmishes were my experience 
in these three years. The French and British airmen are to 
be thanked that there is again a degree of security in the 
North Arabian desert. 


Sryapu. Hunting (with falcons, and Sluki). 
Siuxr (pl. SuLKan). Arabian gazelle-hound (greyhound). 


Sux 


(pl. Aswax). Bazaar, market. 


Summan. The high plateau East of Rryapu. 

Tarra. Tamarisk. 

TaRix (pl. Turuk). Route, path. 

Tawi (Jabal Tawil). A mountain on the N.W. comer of the 
Nufud. 


Tayma. Mentioned in the Bible (Josiah xxi. 14). Famous for 


its water. The oldest Jewish Colony of Inner Arabia lives 
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here. (Jewish reign, A.D. 150-425). Bir Haddaj of Tayma, 
the most famous well in Arabia (60 feet wide, 45 feet deep), is 
supposed to have been created by a meteor. 

Text (pl. Tutuz}. A small hill. 

Truama. Hot lowland. 

Tin. Clay Soil. 

Tupayxk. Volcanic mountain in Western Arabia. Diva of the 
Shararat. 

Tupmur. The old Tadmor of the Bible, and the Palmyra of later 
history, made famous by the exploits of the great Queen 
Zenobia. 

TuweEyk. A mountain range West of Riyadh. 

Um» (pl. Umma). “ Mother ” (of). 

Want (pl. Wupran). A dry river-bed which carries water after 
rainstorms. Often hardly noticeable from the general level 
of the desert. Near a mountain or high plateau deep gaps 
may be cut into a river-bed by torrential floods, creating 
precipitous ravines. Ground moisture can be found almost 
anywhere beneath a Wadi, sometimes in such quantities 
that permanent wells are sunk and oases and settlements 
established. From the source to the mouth of any large 
Wadi in Arabia are found scattered watering places and 
villages, connected by ancient caravan routes which usually 
follow the courses of these Wudian. 

Waunast. Ascetic, spiritual movement of orthodox Sunnism. 
The purified creed of Islam. 

Wass. The tribal mark or “ brand.” 

WELED (pl. AutAD). Boy {son of). 

Wuat (Umm Wuat). Volcanic mountain on the edge of the S,W. 
Hamad. 

Wuotan (pl. of Wadi). Also used for the desert East of the 
Hamad, 

Wuptna. The Besa (Oryx) antelope. 

Woxu (pl. Wuxara). Representative, agent. 

ZaRAGHRIT. Shrill cries of Bedouin women. 
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Ostrich 
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Harim (Hareem), 264 
Hassa Nejd, 241 
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Jamila-Amarat, maiden of the 
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fall of, 25 
operation against, 24 
Jeneyb, Jirad ibn, 62 
Jesira, the (Mesopotamia), 162 
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“ Montaza,’’ stables of 
Khedive of Egypt, 219 
Morgan horse, the, 218, 232 
Mubadir, Jidua ibn, 150 et seg. 
Muhamed Abd-er-Rachman at 
Tai’, Sheykh, 168-175 
Muhammed Yassin Bey, Com- 
mandant at Rutbah, 107 
Muhammed, 231 


the 


INDEX 


Mu'niqi strain, 222 é seg. 

Mustanda Pass, 82 

Mustang, the, 218 

Muteyr tribe, the, 241 

Muwali, the, enemies of the 
Ruala, 104 

My Quest of the Arab Horse, 158 


N 


Nature, contest with, 97 
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Ralib 


Virginity, Bedouin, 42 
“ Virgin-Fleece,” the, 143 
Vultures, 61, 174 


Ww 
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IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS FOR THE SPRING 
OF 1935 





BOOKS OF HISTORICAL IMPORTANCE 
Napoleon’s Letters to Marie Louise 


With 2 Preface by Parsre Gurpaita. 


“ Drobably not for a hundred years has there been such an impor- 
tant contribution to history.” In these words the famous 
French historian M. de la Roncitre has assessed the value 

of these recently discovered Napoleonic letters which me are now privileged 

to present to the English reading public. 

These letters, numbering over three hundred, have never before been 
printed. The originals, which were purchased recently in the London 
sale-room on bebalf of the French Government at a price of £15,000, 
have been edited in the Bibliotheque Nationale in Paris. 

They provide, in a number of ways, a new picture of Napoleon 
himself and of the historical events of bis last years of power, The first 
Jetter, written to his future Empress in February, 1810, shows Napoleon 
attempting by flattery to overcome Marie Louise’s political prejudices 
against their marriage. 

More than a third of the collection relates 10 his seemingly successful 
but ultimately ruinous campaign in Russia in 1812. The grandeur of 
Moscow cand the disaster of its burning are described by the conqueror 
bimself, and be gives a personal account of the retreat. 

In one of his letters, which was intercepted by Blicher, Napoleon 
Gave away the secret of bis plans for the French campaign of 1814 and 
enabled the Prussian general to march without fear of molestation upon 
Paris, 

“As a historian,” to quote again from the rords of M. de la 
Roneitre, “ these letters have given me the thrill of my life. Historians 
of the past bewailed their loss, fallen into the bands of no one knew who. 
Now that they have been found we shall have to revise many of our notions 
of the Napoleonic epoch.” 

Important as they may be to the historian, it is to the general public 
that these letiers will make their wide appeal. ““ They tell,” writes M. 
de la Ronciére, ** one of the most passionate love stories of the age. They 
are thrilling in the intensity of emotion they convey. . . . The victorious 
gencral, before whom the world trembled, became the anxious, tender 
lover” Illustrated, 10s. 6d. 





BOOKS OF HISTORICAL IMPORTANCE 





Twenty-Five Years 


A Popular, Concise and Pictorial Story of the Life and Times of the Nation during 
the twenty-five years’ reign of Their Majetties the King and Queen. 


Ds this year we are to celebrate the Jubilee of our King. 
The celebrations will be on a scale never before equalled and 
the Empire will unite in thankfulness and gratitude for the 

services which King George has contributed, not only to bis own Empire, 

but to the other nations of the world. 

To the success of this historic occasion we are publishing this record 
of the past twenty-five momentous years which, under the brilliant 
editorship of Sir Philip Gibbs, must achieve a pre-eminence amongst 
other publications of its kind. 

Intimate, revealing, containing many illuminating stories, this book 
covers the life story of the King. It is written in chronological order and 
all the outstanding events are dealt with. 

Within the covers of this book an era in our history passes for 
review, We travel with the King in distant parts of his Empire ; we 
watch bim, through the medium of the 500 dramatic photographs, play 
his great part in the shaping of our history ; we see him with other 
members of bis family indulging in his favourite sports and we become 
aware of a loyalty and an admiration given to few kings in history. 

“* Twenty-Five Years” is the Jubilee book which will find a welcome 
in countless bomes all over the Empire. 

With over $00 photographs, 35. 6d. 
512 pages, Demy 8v0. 


Edited by 


SIR PHILIP GIBBS 


BOOKS OF HISTORICAL IMPORTANCE 





The Turning Point 
Three Critical Years, 1904-1906 


Muanrice Paléologue is perhaps the most brilliant of that britliant 
‘band of French ambassadors who, by their untiring devotion 
to the State, created for themselves an unequalled reputation 

in post-War Exrope. 

In this valuable and important volume M. Paléologne gives us that 
portion of bis own journal relating to the years 1904-1906 : a period of 
uneasiness and menace, in which French diplomacy, under the direction 
of Delcasst, bad to face situations as complicated as they were delicate. 
In the course of these three years the picture of the world tragedy which 
burst forth in 1914 assumed shape. Here, in this book, are the French- 
English, French-Halian agreements which, ten years later, were to bear 
Sruit as indispensable alliances. Here also are revealed the incessant 
provocations of William 11 which finished by stiffening resistance and 
uniting most of the entire world against Germany: the Machiavellian 
game of the Kaiser with bis cousin, Nicholas I, to launch Russia in the 
disastrous adventure of the Russo-Japanese War : the symptoms of the 
stupendous cataclysm which, in 1917, was to wreck the majestic edifice 
of Czarism. Illustrated, 185. 


by 
MAURICE, PALEOLOGUE 
Author of An Ambassador's Memoirs (6th Jmp.), The Romantic Diplomat 
‘Translated frum the French by I’. Avrceny }lovr 


oo 


Espionage! 


‘The atory of the Political Secret Service of the English Crown from 1300 ta tgoo 


ere is a book of extraordinary interest and fascination 

describing the development of the Secret Service through six 

hundred years of history. 

Tracing the development of Secret Investigation from medieval 
times, it shows bow the present C.1.D. developed from the ancient 
system. Tlustrated, 185. 


by 
M. G, RICHINGS 
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BOOKS OF HISTORICAL IMPORTANCE 


The Brooke Letters 


Being the Letters of Sir James Brooke, firit Rajah of Sarawak, to Miss Angela Burdett-Coutts 
Te story of bow James Brooke became the first white Rajab of 
Sarawak is like a tale taken from romance. After the Sultan 
of Brunei bad surrenuered bis sovereignty over this portion of 
bis territory in Borneo, Brooke had a long struggle to free Saranak from 
the ravages of pirates and bead-hunters, and a no less bitier struggle 
to secure the British Government’ s recognition of bis Ray. 

One of the firmest friends and champions was Miss Angela (after- 
wards the Baroness) Burdett-Contts, They met in 1847, saw each 
other constantly when the Rajab was in England, and wrote frequent 
detters when they were apart. From this correspondence, none of which 
has been published hitherto, Mr. Rutter bas made a judicious selection, 
and bis knowledge of Borneo affairs has enabled him to string it upon a 
thread of well-informed commentary and explanation. 

Illustrated, 185. 





Edited 
OWEN RUTTER 
Author of British North Borneo, The pagans of North Borneo, etc. 
Foreword by H. H. Tre Rawze Mascanst or Sanawar 


oo 


The Murder of the Romanovs 


‘be completion of Russia’s five-year plan and the measure of 

success which went with it have rather thad the effect of drawing 

a veil over the Revolution and the fall of the Romanovs. But 
here is a book which, though devoid of cheap sensation, is a true and 
authoritative account of the “fantastic medieval drama,” as Kerensky 
terms the Revolution, The author of the Introduction was the first 
Minister of Justice of the Provisional Government, and in this capacity 
had to direct the work of a commission which investigated the Rasputin 
afair. 
a As an important contribution to one of the greatest tragedies of 
history it is unique, and it will be read and studied. Ulustrated, 18s. 


by 
CAPTAIN PAUL BULYGIN 
Formerly in command of the Pertonal Guard of the Dowagtr Emprews 
Foreword by Sm Bexxaxp Pants 
Introduction by A. F. Kerrnsxy 
‘Translated from the Rumian by G. Keremsky 
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The King’s First Ambassador 


A Biographical Study of H.R.H. Tur Prince or Wass 





Sine his coming-of-age, the Prince of Wales has set bimseif 
the task of carrying out a definite programme in connection 
with social reforms and endeavour in this country, and yet 

another programme for encouraging goodwill and co-operation among the 

peoples of the British Empire. The purpose of Mr. Basil Maine’s study 
is to follow the Prince along ihe many adventurous paths he has taken 
in carrying out that programme, and frankly to appraise his achievement 
and his character. Mr, Maine bas undertaken this work as a result 
of a spontaneous admiration for the Prince's spirit and accomplishment, 

His book has none of the ephemeral quality which pervades so many 

publications about royal personages. As the author says: “The 

Prince of Wales deserves a better fate in literature than to be presented 

as a uniformed effigy in a waxwork show. His work bas been of real 

importance ; yet, in spite of the affection which he has inspired throngh- 
out the world, the true nature of it is rarely understood.” 

The publishers believe that this book will promote a more complete 
understanding and will explain the secret of a popularity more stable 
than that of any orber figure of our time. They are confident that it will 
meet a real need throughout the Empire, especially in this Jubilee Year. 

Before embarking on bis study, Mr. Basil Maine discussed the 
project at length with Sir Godfrey Thomas, the Prince’s Private Secretary, 
who encouraged him to complete it. Mr. Maine is well-known as an 
essayist, critic, novelist and orator. In 1933, reviewers throughout 
Europe and America were unanimous in acclaiming his biography of 
Sir Edward Elgar as a brilliant achievernent. Ilustrated, 75. 6d. 


by 
BASIL MAINE 
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Front Everywhere 


as if this book,” writes the author, “I describe bow I joined the 

‘Daily Mail’ in 1913 and served it during the Great War in 

1914 and 1915. Before crossing the doorstep of Carmelite 
House I had been but once in my life in a newspaper office—and that 
office indeed was not so much a newspaper office as the Liberal Consulate 
in Fleet Street. Within eleven months I had become a war correspondent, 
a transition surely as violent for the public as for myself. Some sort 
of explanation is due from me.” Mr. Jeffries words give an indication 
of the character of “ Front Everywhere.” His book is full of great 
contrasts. The farcical charm of his entry into journalism is told in 
it alongside a cold narrative of a line of waggons from the front dripping 
blood on the Middlekirki road. “1 Encounter Carbons and Commerce,” 
“ The General Sings,” “I Witness Exodus” are among the chapter 
headings. Acrid rejoinders to the critics of the Popular Press accom- 
pany remarks such as “ scoops are the necessities, not the accom- 
Plishments of newspaper work.” Illustrated, 185. 


¥y 
J. M. N. JEFPRIES 
‘The famous Special Correspondent 


oo 


Triple Challenge 


in the trenchant fearlessness of this autobiography, in the honest 
sincerity of its author's opinions, and in the very buman story 
which it reveals, lies a worth not often to be found in the reminis- 
cences of comparatively unknown men. Its author is a Harley Street 
doctor. At the age of forty-one be was confronted by the War. For a 
year be served in the battle-craisers, but then, for the remainder of the 
War, was transferred to the Army, where be served with the Scots 
Guards and RFA, He bas been an uncompromising champion of the 
doctor's privilege of professional secrecy and of the public’s right to 
health-giving knowledge. Ai the conclusion of the War be entered 
politics, and be reveals here the many scandals which be discovered. 
Dr. Bayly discourses in his book on many subjects. From the width 
of bis experiences he brings to them a refreshing sanity which will make 
bis book of great interest and value to many readers. Ilustrated, 185. 


by 
DR. HUGH WANSEY BAYLY, M.C. 
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Turn Over the Page 


Londoner and every Englishman is proud of the Royal 
Bes and gardens. He points ont their glories to visiting 
Soreigners and awaits their delighted exclamations with peculiar 
gratification, 
it is to Sir Lionel Earle, for so long Permanent Secretary at the 
Office of Works, that we owe much of their beat. His career, in many 
Spheres, bas been long and distinguished ; be has met great men and 
women, played an important part in the fulfilment of great events, 
and has now recorded, in a delightful and vivid volume, the story of bis 
activities, Ilustrated, 95. 6d. 


by 
SIR LIONEL EARLE, G.C.V.O., K.CB., C.M.G. 
mo 


Reminiscences of Fifty Years 


‘FR 7 have lived @ more active or a more varied life than Sir 
Max Pemberton. His novels, of which there are nearly sixty, 
have thrilled millions and bis recent biography of Sir Henry 

Royce, the famous engineer, was widely read. He was a pioneer in both 

eycling and motoring; be has known some of the greatest cricketers, 

Sootballers and oarsmen of our time. 

Associated, then, with many branches of activity during the last 

Fifty years, Sir Max has compiled a quite unique volume of reminiscences 

Jul of amusing anecdotes and experiences. Ujustrated, 185. 


by 
SIR MAX PEMBERTON 
oo 


Hindenburg 
his biography written by his nephew is a vivid and detailed portrait 
Ty avery great man whose stoical calm in the most fierce crises, whose 
philosophical and patriotic reaction to the changed conditions of repub- 
Tican Germany, whose indignant and effective challenge to the investigating 


committee of the Reichstag, whose dignified and unbiased conduct as 
President of the Reich aroused world-wide admiration Illustrated, 185. 


4 
MAJOR GERT VON HINDENBURG 
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Strange Street 

J? 1920 4 young Canadian officer who had duly spent bis gratuity and 
was looking for a civil career, inrned up in London and joined Lard 
Beaverbrook as @ leader-writer on the “ Daily Express.” His 
name was Beverley Baxter and bis journalistic experience exactly nothing, 
How be was fired after bis first leading article, how be became a reporter, 
then Literary Editor, then Editor on the “ Sunday Express,” and 
Finally Editor-in-Chief of the “ Daily Express.” . . . How be became 
the most controversial editorial figure in Fleet Street, bow he fared as 
junior partner in the famous combination of “ Max and Bax,” how be 
carried the “ Daily Express”? to two millions a day and then resigned, 
how be played bis cards bebind the scenes, how he tore up a £77,000 
contract given him by William Harrison, and how he saw the making 
and breaking of the great contempore ares of post-war England. 
ayes Bevery Revi tells it all in ‘bit ing Ca of bis own life. 
Illustrated, 185. 


y 
BEVERLEY BAXTER 


mo 


Author-biography 

‘Ths exhilarating book is dedicated to “ All who have ink in 

their veins ‘and whose bearts beat the faster because of it,” 

but it will be read by the widest public. For it is the story of 
@ boy with the itch to write who, in face of stern opposition and without 
an atom of influence, fought bis way into Fleet Street and into the ranks 
of rising novelists before he was thirty. He begged Lord Northcliffe to 
take him as an office boy at nothing a week, but this and other desperate 
and impudent plans failed. Mr. Hunt at last sought dozens of different 
Jobs, finally secured a safe-for-life-and-a-pension post, threw it up after 
three years to write—and failed again. 

This brave, exciting, and always humorous book tells how Mr. Hunt 
at last graduated through free-lancing, trade-paper editorship, publishing, 
novel-writing, and now, an acknowledged expert, be is Fiction Editor 
of the “ Daily Mail” and “ Evening News,” and an authority on 
fiction. Ulastrated, 185. 

yy 
CECIL HUNT 
Author of Late Dawaing, ete. 
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Reminiscences of an Octogenarian, 1847-1934 


Te father of four distinguished sons, including Evoe of “ Punch” 
and Father Ronald, Dr. Knox in this diverting and brilliant 
volume looks back from the age of 87 over a life crowded with 

activity and interest. From a clerical home where plain living and hard 

work are the order of the day, we pass through the gates of St. Pauls 

School to Oxford and are taken behind the scenes of transition of Oxford 

Srom something like a Church Seminary ta a Secular University, from 

compulsory attendance at Chapel to compulsory roll-calls ! From Oxford 

we move to a country parish, which for forty years has been under a 

tractarian régime, thence to the intensely modern problem of Aston, a 

parish of 42,000, From Birmingham, in the most exciting days of its 

history, where the author combines the offices of Rector, Archdeacon, 

Bishop Suffragan and Chairman of the School Board, to Manchester. 

We stand with the crowds on Blackpool shore, march with the Lancashire 

lads in demonstration against Birrell’s Bill and witness the departure of 


those same lads to the battlefields of France and Gallipoli. 
Ulustrated, 185. 


b 
THE RIGHT REVD. E. A. KNOX, D.D. (OXON), 
HON. D.D. (ABERDEEN) 
Formerly Bishop of Manchester 


oo 


An Autobiography 


Ne rating motorist bas won more trophies and honours than Sir 
Malcolm Campbell, bolder of the world’s speed record. No 
racing motorist has ever held that record more often. And yet, 

strange as it may seem, this man, who stands to-day with so many 

adventures to bis credit, is many years past the age at which most racing 
motorists are supposed to have reached the peak of their career. 

Sir Malcolm has packed bis life with adventure—flying, bunting for 
pirate treasure, motor racing and yachting. He has explored most of the 
civilized and uncivilized world, and bas escaped death on land and sea 
probably more often than any man alive. Tilastrated, 95. 64. 


by 
SIR MALCOLM CAMPBELL 
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Dollfuss and His Times 


TH is the life story of the heroic “ littl Chancellor” of Ausiria, 
the “‘ Millimetternich,” as be was familiarly called by the 
League of Nations, together with a survey of Austrian bistory 

Srom bis birth to his death by murder on July 25th of last year. Pictur- 

esque details and anecdotes of bis life, accounts of peasant customs and 

descriptions of pageants are interwoven with dry political facts, but the 
times described were throughout so turbulent and fraught with adventure 
that the interest in the fortunes of the bero of the story and of bis country 

never flags. Tlustrated, 185. 


by 
J. D. GREGORY 











mn 
Prince Bilow, Man and Statesman 

"ith the exception of Bismarck, no German Chancellor has been the 

subject of so much literature as Prince von Bilow. The present 

study, from what Bulow himself described as the “ skilled hand” of 
Dr. Ming, is, however, authoritative and unique inasmuch as it was 
prepared with the direct approval of its subject, to whom the greater 
part was submitted personally. 

The author repeatedly spent considerable periods of time in the 
intimacy of the Bilow family circle, where be had every opportunity to 
observe and talk with Biilow and bis many important visitors. 

THustrated, 183. 


DD ee 
SIGMUND MUNZ 
Author of Edward VII at Marienbad 


oo 
Clouds That Flee 
“ Clouds That Flee” is a very charming and a very individual book 
dealing with its author's school days at Eton, Landon social life 
in the “ nineties,” service with the Horse Gunners in India and 
elsewhere, and continues bis career through the Great War. 

The life of a young officer serving during Edward VII's reign is 
portrayed. As the war of 1914 approaches clouds mar the blue horizon ; 
brushes with the War Office are dealt with in detail and there is an 
unforgettable description of the Somme and Loos battles from the view- 
point of an artillery officer. Hlustrated, 185. 


by 
COLONEL MONTAGUE COOKE, DS.O. 








BIOGRAPHY oe MEMOIRS 





Ventures and Visions 


‘aptain Garro Jones has written a powerful living story of experience 

before he is forty. He is known to the public only as a young Liberal 

M.P. who in 1924-1929 assailed the administration with tremen- 
dous verve and persistence. Elis career, however, is unique in its variety. 
His doings must be listed to be realized : cavalry trooper ; machine-gun 
commander ; air pilot in Exrope and US.A.; private secretary in 
three government departments (including that of the last Chief Secretary) ; 
barrister-at-law ; sea fisherman ; travelling bank clerk ; daily news- 
paper editor and leader-writer ; company director and manufacturing 
executive 1 Ilastrated, 185. 


by 
CAPTAIN GARRO JONES 
oo 


Horses, Jockeys and Crooks 


Stories of the Turf, its personalities and its incidents, its compelling 
associations, are ever welcome, The author of this volume, who 
admits that he began “ going racing” —by accideni—in bis per- 

ambulator days, has collected his memories of thirty years’ “ going 

racing” as a journalist. This is the authentic record by a writer whose 
authority is unimpeachable, Ilustrated, 125, 6d. 


by 
ARTHUR J. SARL 
Larry Lynx of The People 
With an introduction by Tuz Rr. How, Tar Ean: or Loxspaut, K.G. 








on 
It Was Such Fun 


AA Member of the well-known family of Fargubarson of Invercanld, 
the author of this witty and delightful volume was brought up at 
Langton, one of the most beautiful houses in Dorset. Ai the age 

of eighteen she married Mr. Hwfa Williams and was immediately 

plunged into the greatest and most brilliant society of her time in 
and on the continent. Her husband was a keen racing man and was 
one of the most intimate friends of King Edward, and this record of an 
active life, passing in review nearly sixty years, is a fascinating com- 
mentary in which bosts of celebrities appear. Tlustrated, 185. 


y 
MRS. HWFA WILLIAMS 


HISTORICAL BIOGRAPHY 


Queen Anne 


¢ of the most brilliant critics of our day ; gifted not only with rare 

critical acumen but also with a witty and pungent pen, Mr. Straus” 

excursion into a fascinating period of our history is an event of 
émporiance. 

Mr. Straus in this book is more concerned with the romance and 
drama of Anne’s reign than he is with its historic importance through 
the years, and he bas written a brilliant and entertaining siudy likely 
to be widely read and as widely discussed. Llustrated, 185. 


by 
RALPH STRAUS 
oo 


Christina of Sweden 


Dig her life Christina of Sweden beld the stage of Europe and after 
ber death ber name was on every tongue. Was she “un monstre 
au moral,” an heroic murderess, as Walpole suggests, or a brilliant 

and gracious queen? With such material at his disposal Alfred Neu- 

mann, with an international reputation as one of the most brilliant 
writers of our day, presents a living study of that brilliant queen who, 
uncurbed by reason, dominated 4 a ceprelens will, loving power and 
ambition, embraced the Catholic faith and voluntarily resigned the 
scepire. Tilustrated, 185. 


by 
ALFRED NEUMANN 
Author of The Rebels, The Patriot, The New Catar, otc. 
oo 














George, Prince and Regent 


‘eorge, Prince of Wales, afterwards George IV, is the member of our 
Royal Family who has suffered most at the bands of the historians 
and other writers—among whom Thackeray is the most prominent. 
Mr. Sergeant, inspired by mistrust of the possibility of so black a picture 
being true to life, bas examined George in bis earlier, though long, period 
as Prince, and here has made an honest attempt to present him as a 
personality that was something more than the “ waistcoat”’—or lots of 
waisteoats—to which Thackeray reduces him. Ilustrated, 185. 


by 
PHILIP SERGEANT 
Author of 4 Century of British Chesr, The Life of Anne Boleyn, etc. 
PAGE TWELVE 


HISTORICAL BIOGRAPHY 


Rachel The Immortal: 


Queen of the Stage ; Grande Amoureuse ; Street Urchin and 
Grand Lady 

Sul, frank, and impartial biography of Rachel, the world’s greatest 

actress, has been written by Mr. Bernard Falk. Many letters 

which have not yet appeared in any written “life” of the great 
actress are introduced, together with a vast amount of fresh material, the 
whole combining to make a volume of fascinating interest. 

Rachel is shown not only as Queen of the Paris stage, but as “la 
gtande amoureuse,” fhe cheeky street urchin and the great lady whom 
Rings and queens, dukes and duchesses were glad to welcome, 

The book, which has occupied two years of the author’s time, will, in 
addition to numerous photographic illustrations, contain twelve special 
plates drann by Frank C. Papé, one of the most notable book illustrators 
of the day. Hlastrated, 185. 


by 
BERNARD FALK 
Author of He Laughed in Fleet Sircet, The Naked Lady. 


mo 
Sir Anthony Hope Hawkins 


ne of the most distinguished and experienced biographers of the day, 
Sir Charles Mallet, has chosen wisely in giving us this fully docu- 
mented and brilliantly informed life of a novelist who, in his life- 
time, achieved much more than a reputation as the author of some of the 
Sinest novels in our language. Illustrated, 185. 


by 
SIR CHARLES MALLET, J.P. 
Author of Herbert Gladstone, Lord Cave, etc. 


oo 


Six Portraits 


[7 ith the skilled novelist? s appreciation of the dramatic and an unerring 
penetration into character, Miss Clarke has succeeded bere in 
giving memorable portraits of some of the greatest women of literature, 
Eler selection will arouse controversy, and she includes Madame de Stail ; 

Jane Austen ; George Eliot ; Jane Carlyle ; Mrs. Oliphant; Mrs. 

Craigie( John Oliver Hobbes) and Katherine Mansfield. Illustrated, 185. 

















by 
ISABEL C. CLARKE 
Author of A Tragic Friendsbip, etce 
PAGE THIRTTEN 


HISTORICAL BIOGRAPHY 


Lady Beaconsfield 
0. yf the long line of Prime Ministers which England has had, none 
stands out more dominantly, more romantically, than Disraeli— 

“ My Dizzy,” as Lady Beaconsfield called him. 

In this most charming and illuminating of biographies Mr. Baily 
tells the story of a very great lady but for whom it is doubtful if Disraeli 
would ever bave had his great political career. 

“ Lady Beaconsfield,” says Mr. Baily, “was a great heroine of a 
great love story, and not only a great love story, but a great unselfish 
fove story.” 

When they were both very old, and ill in separate rooms in the house 
at Grosvenor Gate, Disraeli used to write letters to Mary Anne, as 
everyone called ber, from his sick bed, and in one of these be said: 
Grosvenor Gate has now become a hospital, but I'd rather be in hospital 
with you than in a palace with anybody else.” 

Al charming story which typifies a charming book. Poignant, 
amusing, revealing, this altogether delightful binerely is the most 
brilliant of Mr. Baily’s accomplishments. Mustrated, 185. 





by 
F, E. BAILY 
Author of Tuenty-Vine Years’ Hard Labour, ete. 


oo 


The Magnificent Montex 


forace Wyndham, in bis new book, “The Magnificent Montez,” 

selects a new subject and treats it in a new fashion. His subject 

is the glamorous career of Lola Montez, a flashing, vivid personality 
who began life as a coryphte, continued it as a courtesan, and ended it as a 
convert. 

A woman of fascination and charm, of rare beauty and intelligence, 
and of loves and liaisons by the score, Lola Montez made history in two 
hemispheres. She ruled a kingdom ; she stood on the steps of a throne j 
she experienced poverty and riches, staggering successes and abject 
Sailures. She sang in the gutter, and she danced in opera houses, 

With the ball at her feet, Lola Montez suddenly renounced the world 
and its pomp and vanities ; and, becoming “converted” she directed 
Aer energies to the “ saving of souls,” and ended her meteoric career as a 
British Pelagian in New York. Tlastrated, 185. 


»y 
HORACE WYNDHAM 
Author of Ginger, Limelight, etc. 
PAGE FOURTEEN 





TRAVEL oo ADVENTURE 
The Black Tents of Arabia 


ym the complexities and distractions of modern civilisation this 
strange and romantic book transports its readers to the peaceful and 

yet perilous life of the Arabian desert and its Bedouins. 
Carle Raswan is one of the few men who have penetrated the unex- 
plored desert of Northern Arabia. He lived with the warlike Bedouins, 
not as a foreigner, but as one marked by the rite of blood-brotherhood 
with their Sheiks. He shared in the migration of over 30,000 people, 
hundreds of tents and thousands of camels seeking water and grazing 
and, experiencing with them the eternal struggle against bunger and 
drought. The romance, the adventure, the friendship, the courage of 
nomad life were revealed to him. His book, which is gripping in the 
simplicity of its style and the splendour of its many unique photographs, 
tells of life in saddle and tent, of racing camels and war horses, falcons, 
panthers and forays and of the love of beautiful Tuema for her brave Faris. 
Tilustrated, x85. 





y 
CARLE R. RASWAN 
on 


African Log 
a A | frican Log” is based upon the log which Shaw Desmond kept 
ay by day during four months? journeyings in Africa, South, 
st and North, after he had stepped off bis sailing ship from 
Jive months at sea in going round the Horn, as recorded in bis now famous 
“ Windjammer : The Book of the Horn.” 

His book does not profess to be an exhaustive or even deep work 
upon Africa and ber problems. It is simply a mirror held up, day by 
day, to the African scene, the impressions being set down as they came 
Slashing from the African furnace. In this mirror held up to Black and 
White, Dutch and English, to civilized centres in South Africa as to 
the more or less primitive Zulu and other communities, problems of vital 
import not only to the future of the Dark Continent but to that of the 
White world outside are indicated. Problems of politics ; of sex ; of 
witchcraft ; and especially problems of Colour, including the possible 
results to the future of the impact of White civilization on Black. 

Tlasirated, 185. 
by 
SHAW DESMOND 
Author of Windjammer, etc. 
AGE FIFEEES 


TRAVEL eo ADVENTURE 
Loafing Round the Globe 


‘Translated from the German by Gran Gaur 
t is the ambition of most of us to loaf round the world. To the 
majority of us it is an ambition which can never be fulfilled and we 
have to be content with the stories of those, like Richard Katz, who 
managed it and be thankful that they have been blessed with the aft of 
writing. 

Wherever be went Katz took with hin the keenest observation and 
always be saw that which was interesting, amusing and important. His 
impressions are those of an expert and be tells bis story racily and vividly 
so that from this picture emerges a very complete picture of the world 
to-day, with all its strangeness, its complexities and its customs. 

Iastrated, 185. 


by 
RICHARD KATZ 
izia@ 


On Horseback Through Hungary 
ut why on horseback, one might ask, when there are motor cars and 
comfortable trains in Hungary, and luxurious steamers on the blue 
Danube? Mr. Langlet says : “ A long-distance ride, in the saddle, 
is the best way of becoming thoroughly acquainted with a foreign country. 
From the air you catch only a bird? s-eye view, a fleeting glimpse of the 
landscape. On the other band, trains and motor cars on the road rush 
400 quickly past the picturesque scenery. Ilustrated, 155. 








4 
VALDEMAR LANGLET 
on 


Professor John’s Adventures 


number of books have been written on war imprisonment in various 
Jands, but none other, we think, on a prisoner's fate in exile in 
Siberia. Words must fail in any description of this incredible 
baman document in which P. C. Exstighoffer narrates the story of “ Pro- 
fessor John.” 
“ Professor John” was no adventurer, but was pitchforked into 
experiences wellnigh incredible by the force of circumstances. 
Ilustrated, 125. 6d. 


by 
P. C. ETTIGHOFFER 
Author of Tbe Island of the Doomed 
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POLITICAL STUDIES 





Steps lowards Indian Home Rule 


in the course of a distinguished career, and with a particularly wide 
experience of Indian administration and affairs, Lord Zetland has 
acquired recognized authority to deal with the problem of Indian 
Home Rule which, above all others, is now engaging the people of this 
country. 
Tord Zetland was on the Viceroy’s staff as far back as 1900 ; he was 
a member of the Royal Commission on the Public Services in India, and 
from 1917 #0 1922 was Governor of Bengal. He is President of the 
India Society and was a member of both the India Round Table Con- 
Serence in 1930 and of the Parliamentary Joint Select Committee on 
India in 1933. 
To this important book he thus brings a mind fully acquainted with 
every aspect of the problem ; able to delve into its many intricacies and 
Sorm Judgments of immense value to men and women anxious for the 
truth and unable, amidst so much and so fierce a controversy, to find it, 
5s. 


by 
THE MOST HON. MARQUIS OF ZETLAND, G.C.S.L, 
G.C.LE., F.B.A. 


on 


Anti-Semitism Past and Present 
A Gistinguished diplomat, a linguist able to speak twenty-six languages, 
a traveller and a scholar, Count Condenhove-Kalergi all but com- 
pleted this important and pertinent book before bis recent death. 
It bas now been concluded by his son and is published as one of the most 
striking, if not the most striking, contribution to the most discussed and 
controversial topic of our day. 

Count Condenhove-Kalergi belonged to no political party, but was 
liberal in bis views and above all a friend of truth and an enemy of in- 
tustice, With a quite unbiased mind and with the training of a scholar 
he approached this subject and studied it to its depths. His researches 
Jed him to many conclusions and discusses here all the causes of the wave of 
anti-Semitism now sweeping so many parts of the world. Men and 
women of all points of view should read this book. Its importance is 
obvious and it leads one to a fresh and helpful approach to the dangerous 
subject it so lucidly explains, ss. 

by 
COUNT HEINRICH V. CONDENHOVE-KALERGI 


PAGE SEVENTEEN. 


POLITICAL STUDIES 


Challenge 


This is Colonel Hutchison’s challenge to the existing order—a political 
creed and a philosophy. 

Readers of “ Meteor,” “ Footslogger,” and “ Warrior” will 
know that the author has something to say, and that he says it frankly. 
His is the creative mind. He writes with clarity and with purpose. 
And his are the convictions of a faith. Great Britain is at the cross 
roads. “Challenge” is a signpost, its author already marching along 
a road on whose horizon be perceives national prosperity and happiness 
. « . and, more than that, a new world leadership. This road is neither 
Fascism nor Communism. “ Challenge” may mark the beginning of a 
new political epoch, 85. 64, 





by 
GRAHAM SETON HUTCHISON, D.S.O., M.C, 
Anthor of Meteor, Footslogger (sth Imp.), Warrior (2nd Imp.), Arya, ete. 


The Way of the Dictators 


‘The Drama of the World Dictatorships 


S*rong Men have smashed their way to power since the war—Mussolini, 
Hitler, Mustapha Kemal, Stalin, Pilsudski. Everywhere they and 
hard-eyed youth have put liberty “on the spot.” Everywhere—but 

not in England, and one of the questions this important book asks is: 

Shall we in this country ultimately find ourselves in the grip of a Dictator- 

ship, whether Fascist or Socialist? Who are these Strong Men in 

Europe and America? How did they rise to power? Can they last? 

What is their secret history? This book answers these questions 

authoritatively. For the first time the stories of all the Dictators of the 

world appear in one volume—their private lives and public selves, 
the dramas, terrors, and triumphs of their rule. 

Mr. Lewis Broad bolds no brief for or against. In this vivid, 
biting, illuminating book he gathers the evidence on which every reader can 
tudge for himself. 

by 
Cc. LEWIS BROAD 


PAGS. EIGETEEN 


FOR NATURE LOVERS 


A Falcon on St. Paul’s 


M. Wentworth Day, in addition to being the biographer of Sir 
‘Malcolm Campbell and Kaye Don, is one of the most brilliant and 
knowledgeable writers of the day on all branches of sport and natural 


history. 

The title of this book so chosen on account of the peregrine falcon 
which, within the last ten years, nested in the dome of Saint Paul's 
Cathedral, is symbolic of the everlasting natural bistory and sporting 
history of ‘London 

Mr. Day develops bis theme that every Londoner is at heart a 
countryman, and that within the very heart of the metropolis are dramas 
of nature, and material for the study of nature, denied even to many who 
Gwell in the depth of rural England. He paints in bis book a picture for 
the Londoner of bis own rural heritage, and brings to light a multitude 
of surprising facts. Who knows, for instance, that snipe were shot in 
Vauxhall Marshes a pundred and fifty years ago? That a duck from 
Iceland nests yearly in Richmond Park? That in the same locality are 
foxes and herons and great crested grebes? That a siag was bunted 
down Tottenham Court Road before the War? That badgers have been 
dug from their earths within four miles of Piccadilly Circus ? 

Illustrated with photographs of unique interest, this fascinating and 
brilliantly written book brings to the Londoner that breath of fresh air 
for which be so often pines. Ulustrated, 10s. 6d. 





by 
J. WENTWORTH DAY 
no 


The Glory of the Dog 


Er since bis very early childbood Mr. Sheard has been not only passion- 
‘ately fond of dogs, but immensely interested in them and in their 
history, He has read every book on the subject he has managed to 

secure, and now, from an entirely new and original angle, he presents bis 

own most fascinating study. 

From most other dog books it differs in that it touches the fringe of 
the dog's understanding and of his mental life in relation to ourselves. 
It emphasizes our responsibility towards him, and, from a wealth of 
legends from the mythology of ancient people, describes bow dogs talk 
to one another and to their masters. Iilustrated, 35. 6d. 








by 
WILFRED SHEARD 
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M I 8 C BELLA N E O UV § 


Cricket with the Lid Of 


in this book A. W. Carr, whose recent resignation from the captaincy 

of the Nottinghamshire team caused so much discussion, lays bare the 

whole disgraceful series of controversies which in recent years have 
done so much harm to cricket. Mr. Carr has no axe to grind ; he loves 
cricket for the game it is and from that all-important, yet so frequently 
ignored, aspect, he deals trenchantly and fearlessly with the problems 
raised. “ Cricket with the Lid Off” is a sensational book, and through 
its wry sensation and through its utter sincerity it may prove to be the 
very“ medicine”? for which the ane. is waiting, 6s. 





A. we CARR 
oo 


A Message to the Neurotic World 


Throughout this book Dr. Francis Volgyesi, deals with the vast material 
which the “ highly strung”? child of the twentieth century must know 
in order to be able to rid himself of “ nervousness,” this modern ill of 

our Age, or—if be does not suffer from it as yet-—to avoid catching it. 

Dr. Volgyesi’s excellent book is, as it were, a Bible of adaptability, self- 

discipline and love, the three factors which alone can cure the neurotic 

sufferer of bis tormenting disease. 125. 6d. 


by 
DR. FRANCIS VOLGYESI 
oo 


Can You Write English? 


mong all handbooks on the writing of English, this one is unique in 

‘an important particular. Mr. Williamson's immediate interest is 
not academic but practical, His primary concern is not that of the 
grammarian but with executive writing. Whereas other handbooks on 
the subject lay down principles and proceed to adduce imaginary instances 
of deviation from them, Mr. Williamson begins with actual errors which 
tournalists have made and adduces principles which will be corrective. 
35. 6d. 


by 
KENNEDY WILLIAMSON, M.A. 
Editor The Writer 
Author of Cas You Write Short Stories F 
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M 1 &§& C ELL AN E OU $§ 


« Me” in the Kitchen 


Acollection of suggestions for the housewife who likes good food and wants to make every 
shilling do its duty 
Eft? are no wearying ists beginning: “ Take eight eggs and tno 
pounds of butter,” but recipes that are simple and attractive and 
are “ talked” not burled, at you. “ Vulgar dishes” are Naomi 
Jacob's speciality, and she tells bow to cook a kip, er, bow to make a 
Welsh rarebit, how to put up a good lunch basket for the children to take 
40 school, bow to entertain three friends to luncheon when the housekeeping 
purse is at its thinnest, and how to use up that “ cold joint.” 5a 
by 
NAOMI JACOB 


Author of Me—a chronicle about other people, The Looded Stick (asth thous.), Four 
Generations (sqth thous.), etc. 





oo 


Queer People 


Pe writers are better qualified for such a book as this than Dr. 
Dearden. He is an expert upon “ queer” people and in his clear- 
cut, amusing, and penetrating style be sums them up, discusses their 

motives, explains their idiosyncrasies, and recounts their exploits. 

Here, in this book, one meets face to face such queer people as Dr. 
Cook of Polar fame ; Cagliostra ; Beau Brummell ; Wilhelm Voigt, 
the German criminal ; John Hatfield, the gentleman bigamist, and a 
host of others whose fame has spread through their very “ queerness.” 

85. 6d. 


by 
DR. HAROLD DEARDEN 


Author of Death Under the Microscope, Cases of Sir Bernard Spilsbury, Such Women are 
Dangerous, etc. 


1001 Great Wonders of the Universe 


In this unique and wonderful book the Editors have altempjed to 
depict, with the minimum of letterpress, the wonders and beauties 
af our earth and the universe about it. Such a selection must be 
controversial, but here will be found pictures of beautiful things you 
have heard about and others which will be new to you. Fascinating, 
instructive, and beautiful, this book is unique in its scope and unique 
in the value it offers. 35. 6d. 


PAGE TWENTY-ONE 


CRIME ao PUNISHMENT! 


Unsolved Crimes 


vig this unique and fascinating volume all the most famous writers of 
mystery and detective stories have combined with retired Scotland 
Yard detectives in the attempted elucidation of faimous “ unsolved” 
crimes. 
Anthony Armstrong, Valentine Williams, Freeman Wills Croft, 
J. S. Fletcher, Anthony Berkeley, Francis Ues, Tennyson Jesse, Milward 
Kennedy, Dorothy L. Sayers, J. D. Beresford, Margaret Cole, Sydney 
Horler, Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, and many others contribute with Supt. 
Percy Savage, Supt. John Protheroe, Supt. George Cornish, Supt. 
Charles Cooper, and Chief Inspector James Berrett upon a series of 
crimes ranging from Trunk Crime No, 1 to the Murders of Jack the 
Ripper 
he outstanding unsolved murders of recent years are surveyed afresh 
and their clues discussed. In several cases facts hitherto unknown to the 
general public are disclosed. Iilustrated, 185, 


DOROTHY L. SAYERS, etc. 
oo 





Famous Trials 


Untiform style with our famous “ Century Ommibuses,? this remark- 
able volume contains those two volumes, published in the first instance 

oe a guinea each, entitled “ Famous Trials of History” and “ More 
Famous Trials.” This volume contains all the original Hustrations and 
is remarkable value for 3s. 6d. 41 illustrations, 35. 6d. 


Ai selection from the ine pore reviews which marked the 
original publication. 


“They are of the very stuff of which tragedy is made. . . richer im plot than the mast 
ingenions novel, more dramatic in climax than any lay, and the duel beteeen judge and prisoner 
cab the bar is often as dazzling as a clasb of srerds.""—DaILY MAIL, 


«the drama lives again, the dead, both billed and killer come to life, and the rights 
and wrongs of Justice stand out through the glass of time im their true perspective,” — 
SUNDAY EXPRESS, 


“The most astonishing thing about Lord Birkenbead's quite attonishingly brillient book 
is bis reversal of famous judgments... most entertaining reading.” —DMLY GRAPUIC. 


by the 
FIRST EARL OF BIRKENHEAD. 
LORD CHANCELLOR OF ENGLAND 1919-1922. 
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A Book of Old Ballads 


‘ompiled and introduced by BEVERLEY NICHOLS and illus- 

trated with 16 coloured plates and numerous black-and-white 

illustrations by H. M. BROCK, B.I. 
9s. 6d., and De Luxe Edition, 19s. 6d. Special limited edition of 250 
copies signed by Beverley Nichols and H. M. Brock, 42s. 

Compiled by 
BEVERLEY NICHOLS 
beled 


The Modern Rake’s Progress 
85. 6d. net. 


De Luxe Edition, 155. 

A Special Limited and Signed Edition, 255. 

Demy Quarto size, with 12 three-coloured plates and printed throughout 
in two colours. 











by 
LOW axp BEBECCA WEST 
no 


Hounds 





Iss. 

De Luxe Edition, 305. 

Special Limited Edition signed by Mr. Lloyd, 425. 
by 


T. IVESTER LLOYD 


oo 
High Tide at London Bridge 


bi Wonderful London To-day” was one of the most enthralling books 
ever written about London, and all those who enjayed the glamour 
of its pages will welcome this new volume with its many beautiful 
illustrations by Frank Mason. ais. 








by 
JAMES A, JONES 
Author of Wonderful London To-day 
Illustrated in colour and in black-and-white by Fuanx H. Mason, RI. 








pais] 
Hunting Sketches 
I§S., 215. atd 305. 
by 
ANTHONY TROLLOPE 


With an Introduction by Jasus Boynr, M.F-H., and drawings by Romar Bat 
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The History of Tom Jones 


In two volumes, boxed, 155. the set. De Luxe Edition, 308. the set. 
A special Limited Edition, signed by W. R. S. Stott, 425. 





by 
HENRY FIELDING 
” With illustrations in colour and black-and-white by W. R. S. Srorr 
on 


The Country Wife 


A special Limited Edition of 1000 copies, signed by Steven Spurrier, 
3158. 6d. net, 
by 


WILLIAM WYCHERLEY 


Decorated in colour and in black-and-white by Srrven Srurnuee, R.I. 
oo 


Fun Fair 
A Book of Collected Drawings 
os. 6d. net, De Luxe Edition, 215. net. 
Special Limited Edition of 250 copies signed by Fougasse, 315. 6d. 
by 
FOUGASSE 
oo 


Absurdities 
A Book of Collected Drawings 
6s. net. De Luxe Edition, 125. 6d. 
Special Limited Edition of 250 copies signed by Heath Robinson, 255. 








by 
HEATH ROBINSON 
on 


Considered Trifles 
Uniform with 4 Book of Drawings 
6s. net. De Luxe Edition, 125, 6d. 
Special Limited Edition signed by H. M. Bateman, 255. 
by 
H. M. BATEMAN 
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